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Winter Evening's 
COMPANION. 
See 


The Grntzous HUSBAND, or the 
AworRs of ARABELLA. 


XN XII E ft Tmprefiiens that Love makes 
* on us are the ttronyeit, nor can they 
3 be rearzved by the Commands of Pa- 
NN NN 5 , Iutereſ, or Prudence: How un- 
happy then are thoſe Ladies, who, 

for the Alliance of Founilres, Titles, or private Views, 
ar tora om the Arms of thoſe they love, to be 
married by mercinary Fathers to Men they can 
ſcarce endute. CUerimunt, a Gen:l:man of Fortune, 
Jed a Lady, beautiful, young, and rich: Their 
Loves ſeem'd ſo much the more happy, becauſe it 
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was approv'd of by their Parents, who deſigu'd ts 
marry them, Arabella, for ſuch was the Lady's 
Name, looked on Cleriment as her Huſband, and 
gave herſelf therefore a Liberty to indulge a Paſſion 
which ſhe thought it her Duty to increaſe : Cleri- 
mount was as fond of his Arabella, and flatter d him- 
elf with the greateſt Happineſs, in living with a 
Woman whoſe Love was mutual, While the Writ- 
ings for the Marriage were drawing, the young 
Lady went to ore of the Theatres to lee a favourite 
Play; in the Middle of the firit Act, Cleanthes, a 
yeung Nobleman of the firit Rank, came into the 
{ſame Box where Aratel/a late: Her Mein, her 
Charms, and her Wit, raiſed in him a ſudden Paſ- 
fion, he knew not how to account for: He gazed, 
he 1igh'd, he lov'd. When the Play was over, he 
conducted her through the Crowd to her Chair, and 
was agreeably ſurpriz'd, when he {aw her Servant, 
to find it the Livery of a Gentleman he was very 
well acquainted with. The next Morning he wait- 
ed on Arabelia's Father, and enquired after his new 
Charmer: And as ſoon as he heard it was his 
Daughter, he made Propoſals for marrying her. 
The old Gentleman, when he was recovered from 
his Surpriſe, and found the young Nobleman ſerious 
in his Demacds, thought the Match too advantageeus 
not to be made up as ſoon as poſſible ; they agreed 
to have her Jointure ſettled that Afternoon; the 
Marriage conſummated the next Morning. Cleanthes 
would fain have ſeen the Lady: But her Father ſad 
it was not fo proper, 'till he had acquainted her 
with his Intentions Cieant hes hurry'd to his Law- 
yer to give Infiructions for the Settlements ; and the 
old Gentleman ſent for 4radbe//a, to inform her of his 
new Engagement: But what Words can deicribe 
her Wonder, and the various Effeds of Love, 
Grief, and Deſpair, whilſt ſhe receiv'd the Charge of 
giving the next Morning her Hand in W to a 
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Lover ſhe knew nothing of. In vain were all her 
Tears, Prayers, and Intreaties; no Reproaches of 
Injuſtice to Clerimont, no Argument of future Mi- 
ſery to herſelf, nor all the ſoft Perſuaſions of a 
paternal Love could ſet aſide the prevailing Argu- 
ments of Grandeur, Title, and Riches, Her Father 
was ſevere, and would be obey'd; and haughtily 
urg'd it, it was nothing but her Duty to comply: 
He threatened her with Violence, if ſhe reſiſted his 
ill, and with an imperious Command, left her 
in all the Anguiſh of a deſperate Maiden. Scarce 
had the recovered her Senſes, when ſhe found 
Means to ſend this News to her Clerimon:'s Lodg- 
ings; but he was unhappily gone for a Day or two 
to a Country houſe he had in a neighbouring Vil- 
lage, to order ſome Repairs for the better Recep- 
tion of his Arabella, The next Morning, which 
was to bring her Miſery and a Huſband, arrives, af- 
ter a Night ſpent in Fears, Hopes, and Deſpair : 
Her Father enters her Chamber, renews his Rea- 
ſons of Iutereſt, Poxcer, and Wealth, but finds her 
ſtill inflexible: As he knew nothing could move 
her, but perſuading her it was her Duty. He 
threaten'd her with the heavieſt Cie, in Caſe of 
Diſobedience. In fine, amidit the Horrors of ſuch a 
Guilt, amidſt the tender Thoughts of Clerimont, and 
the Fears of a Father's Curie, ſhe ſuffered herſelf 
to be dragged to the Altar; perceiving it impoſſible 
to avoid the Sacrifice. After the Ceremony, ſhe 
was conducted to her Lord's Houſe, where, if 
Fomp, Titles, and Riches, could give Happineſs 
with a Man ſhe did not love, none could be more 
happy than Arabe//a: But in the public Joy the 
ſeem'd diſcontented, and broken Sighs, and de. 
jected Looks, betrayed the inward Sorrow of her 
Heart. Clzrimont heard the next Day of Arabella's 
Marriage: And after being informed of the Parti- 
culars, he could not bear to continue in Landon, 

but 
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but took Poſt Horſes immediately for Paris, under 
all the Grief a diſappointed Lover could bear. 
Arate/la's Huſband was good humour'd, com - 
plaiſant, and paſſionately fond of her; preventing 
every Wiſh, by giving her every Thing ſhe could 
deſire : But Love is very unjuſt; ſhe could only 
repay the Tergerne/ſs of her Huſband in a cold 
Indifference ; which he perceived, and was ſenſibly 
affected with, though he knew net ſhe loved any 
other Perſon. He continued his earneſt Erdeavours 
to pleate, but without any Succeſs. At this Time, 
a Friend of his arriv'd from Paris, and toid him, 
without any Deſign, of the former Love of Aa- 
bella and Chrimont. He was Thunder. ſtruck with 
the News, and never enquired more into the Cauſe 
of her Coldneſs to him: He was convinced of her 
Virtue, as ſhe was ſtrict in her Behaviour, cautious 
of her Company, regular in her Family, thewing 
reat Reſpect te him, but no Yendernc/ſi: And he 
= with Grief, it was her good Senſe only, not 
her Inclination, which made her dutiful to him. 
He admired her Conduct, but complained of his 
own bad Fortune. Among other ſolitary Amuſe- 
ments, Arabella us'd to divert her Melancholy in de- 
fgning Landfkips, which the did to Perfection: 
In all her Defigns, (her Poafimn and Thoughts being 
{till fixed on C/rimont,) you might find that un- 
happy Lover; ſometimes as a deſpairing Shepherd 
under the Covert of a Villen; ſometimes as a gay 
roving Swain among a Trop of Country Lafles ; 
juit as her Hope or Fear diftated. Cleanthes having 
often ſeen Clerimout in public Places, and knowin 
his Perſon, felt inexpreſlible Arguiſh to ſee the 
Heart of his Wife ſo ſenſibly affected towards his 
Rival; but he was quite overwhelm'd with Grief, 
when he ſaw her hang theſe Pictures by her Beg, 
that ſo her Lover might be the firſt Object that ap- 
peared to her when ſhe awak'd; and one Morn-, 
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ing while her Hu/and, who deſerved the utmoſt 
Pity, ſeem'd to be faſt aſleep, he was ſo unhappy 
to hear her figh, as ſhe look'd on thoſe Landſkips, 
and in a paſſionate Tone cry out, My dear, dear 
Clerimont ! — But even this Declaration moved not 
Cleanthes to ſhew any Reſentment, but, if poſſible, 
he redoubled his Tenderreſi, hoping that might 
wean her from a Paſſion fo ill-placed. Almoſt two 
Years he ſpent in this Condition, without being 
able to change in the leaſt the Heart of his Arabella; 
when deſpairing of her Love, he reſolved to make 
a Campaign in Flangers ; where, in a deſperate At- 
tempt which he had voluntarily undertaken, accord- 
ing to his Wiſhes, he received two mortal Wounds. 
He was carried to his Tent, where, finding ſome 
Strength remaining, he call'd for Pen and Paper, 
and wrote the following Letter to her. 


My Dear Arabella, | 

1 would have ſaid Wife, bad I not been convinc'd 
that Name is hateful to an: As this is the laſt Letter 
you will ever receive from me, I muſt teſtify in it my 
Grief, for baving been the Occaſion of the Miſery I am 
fenfible you feel in your loſing Clerimont : But had [ 
known, my Arabella, your Heart had been jre-engaged, 
1 would not have parted you from the Man you /o ten- 
erly laurd, to bawde joined you to a Hoſband you could 
never endure. That I l:ved you, by my Actions you may 
be [Utiified; but Huld any Daubt remain, think what 1 
muſt have felt, ra her than give you any Ungaſine/s in 
reproaching you, hen I have lehe!d the Happy Clerr? 
mont in every Picture, in every Room, nay by your 
Bed ſide, 70 be the Obje of your Wiſhes When 
bade heard you Sigh for him, and paſſicnately call for 
bim This I falently ſuffer'd; I ſaw you indulge a 
Paſſion you ftuuld firove to ſtifle. 1 wiſh'd you 


could have loved me, but wilh'd in vain. I am now 
within a few Moments of Death; and in theſe lateſt 
Wards, 
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Words, I dire that no uneaſy Remembrance of what ts 
peſt. may ever diſturb the Pleaſure which you will foon 
be at Lilerty te enjoy with your Clerimont Could 
you have loved me, we both might have been happy ; 
but your fi: ft Love had made too ſtrong an Impreſſion to 
be eraſed. You may be happier a:th Clerimont, but 
can never bade a more loving Huſband than, | 


Your Expiring 


eint A 113. 


The News of Cleantbes's Death, accompanied 
with this Letter, flung her into an extreme Grief ; 
but when his Body was brought home from the 
Army, to be interr'd with his Anceitors, ſhe would 
have ſacrificed herſelf, that ſhe might give him her 
Life, becauſe ſhe did not give him her Heart. Ag 
often as ſhe cali'd to her Mind the Lowe, Ne- is, 
and Tenderneſi of her Hujband, with Reproaches on 
her Start, her Love, and her Father, ſhe flung her- 
ſelf into all the Agonies of Rage and Maar; So 
violent a State brought on a burning Fever, which 
in 2 few Days terminated in the Death of a Wo- 
man, who dy'd unhappily for being married to the 
Man ſhe could not love, and who might have liv'd 
happy with the Man ſhe did. 
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The Hiſtory ef Beau Bronze, the For- 
tune Hunter. 


H I S Gentleman, at the Time of the Ad- 

ventures 1 am going to ielate, was, accord- 

ing to his own Reckoning, growing towards 
thirty; tough the Pariſh Regiiter where be was 
born, plac'd him then in the two and fortieth Year 
of his Age. He had originally about 200l. a Year, 
which by that I une he became five and twenty, he 
had mortgag'd to two different Perſons for 3cool a 
Piece. Coming very caly to the Conduct of his 
own Affairs, he imniediately quitted the Univerſity 
for Loaden; where having ſoon run through all the 
Vices, or (© ipcak in a more gentle Phraſe, through 
all the Plcatures of the Town, a few Years reduced 
bim to the ſame Condition with moſt of our 
. polite Sparks, that is, a broken Eſtate, and as bro- 
ken a Conttuution, Having, while a Youth, loſt 
a great Part of his Fortune at Play, like a Bubble; 
he was nuw reduced to the Picking up a precarious 
Subſiitence by it, as a Sharper. Which proving but 
a very indifferent Employment, be bethought him- 
felt of a new Scheme of Life, in which his natural 
Vanity made him affure himielf of Succeis; and ſo 
came to a Reſolution of making his Circumitances 
ealy, by marrying a Fortune: on whom, like the 
Beau in hp, he was ready to fettle his Perion, 
and his Pox on her Heirs tor evzr. Nor was the 
„Project aliogether impracticable, ſince he was very 
well turniſked with certain Qualifications which 
render a Man agreeable but to too great a Part of 
the fair Sex: I mean a Flow of Words, a pert Ad- 
dreſs, and a conſummate Aſſurance. Amongtt on 
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reſt of the fair Ones to whom Bronze paid his Ad- 
dreſſes, was Erhelinda, a young Lady of about Six- 
teen, who had in ready Money a Fortune of 6eo0l. 
Having lived all her Life time under the Care of an 
old Maiden Aunt in the Country, ſhe was, on her 
coming to London, tranſported with the Diverſions of 
the Town. Yet having a ſufficient Share of Wit, 
Joined to a very good Underſtanding, ſhe took Care 
to preſerve both her Virtue, and her Reputation un- 
ſpotted. With this Lady, for want of nave a bet- 
ter Acquaintance with the World, the Beau ſucceed- 
ed in his Addreſſes: She conſidered his Perſon as it 
really was, far from diſagreeable; ſhe flatter'd herſelf 
that ſhe ſhould be carry d in the fineſt Equipage to 
the fineſt Places; ſhe imagined alſo (from his admir- 
able Talent of Diſſimulation) that be was violently 
in Love with her; from all which ſhe fancy'd that 
ſhe ſhould in Bronze meet with the fondeſt of Huſ- 
bands. As to Eſtate, the Beau never viſited but in 
his Chariot, with a Couple of Footmen? for his 
Creditors, in hopes of being paid, in Caſe the Mar- 
riage ſucceeded, took care to furniſh him with every 
Thing neceflary to keep up the Appearance of a 
Fortune. Thus all Things went on with the moſt 
promiſing Face, till the Arrival from the Univerſity 
of a diſtant Relation of Ethelinda's, named Carlos. 
This Gentleman was about three and twenty, had 
Senſe, much Learning, and a police Behavi- 
our, without any other Detect than having a little 
too much Modeſly. Notwithſtanding he was but 
too ſenfible of his Couſin's Pre-engagement, yet he 
found it impoſſible for him to ſee her without falling 
paſſionately in Love with her. Lovers Eyes are al- 
ways quick, and hence Carlos, in a few Days, from 
a Sharper of Bronze's Acquaintance, arrived at a 
thorough Knowledge both of the Beau's Character 
and Circumſtances; of which he took care that 
Etbelinda ſhould be privately acquainted, Ezhelinaa 
War 
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was ſo far from giving the leaſt Credit to this Ac- 
count, that ſhe never ſo much as mentioned it to 
Bronze himſelf, or ſuffer'd the leaſt Enquiry to be 
made about it. Carlos perceiving the ill Succeſs of 
this Project, grew ſo much chagrin'd, that hear- 
ing the Time of their Marriage was fixed within a 
Fortnight, he went out of Town to a Country Seat 
of a very rich Aunt of his, on whom he had a great 
Dependance; as being unwilling to be a SpeRator of 
what he imagin'd was to compleat both her Ruin 
and his own. The Melancholly which hung about 
him in this Retirement, was ſoon taken notice of by 
the old Lady; and as Love is a Thing ſeldom out 
of even the oldeſt Women's Heads, ſhe, without 
much Difficulty, gueſſed the Cauſe on't. Her Ne- 
phew eaſily confeſſed the Truth, and having told her 
the Story, © Alas Carlos! replied ſbe, have you ſo 
little both of Reſolution and Contrivance, as to 
quit your Miſtreſs ſo eaſily? Take Courage, Man, 
though you have been unſucceſsful in paiting her 
from her Lover, my Life for't I'll find out a Way to 
make him abandon the Lady. You know my old 
Nurſe; ſhe is but a few Years older than me, and 
not unlike me: I'll ſend her up to-Town To-morrow 
to my own Lodgings, and afterwards leave you to 
compleat a Scheme, with which I ſhall acquaint 
you.” 

Carles, reviv'd at the Thoughts of this Project, 
immedistely ſet about it. Nurſe, properly equip'd 
and inſtructed, was ſent up to Town, and taking 

er Lady's Name, pals'd for a Widow of 40,000. 
Fortune; Ca-/os, by the means of the Sharper from 
whom he had Bones Character, cauſed the Beau 
to be inform'd that a Widow Lady, upwards of 70, 
and immenſely Rich, was fallen deſperately in Love 
with him. Bronze's natural Vanity and good Opi- 
nion of himſelf, made him the more eafily caught; 
he pretended to Ethclinda, that a Relation of his 

B dying 


14 The Hiſtory of 


dying ſuddenly in the Country, had left him his 
Heir, which obliged him to go out of Town for 
three or four Days, to take the neceſſary Care about 
the Effects he left behind him. This Time was em- 
ploy'd in making his Addreſſes to the Widow; and 
as Things were io before band concerted, that he 
might meet with no more Difficulty than was abſo- 
lutely neceſſary to hinder Sufpicion, every Thing 
being ſoon adjuſted, the Marriage was celebrated the 
third Day. 'l he Night before which, he wrote the 
following Letter to Erhbclinda. 


Dear Mav am, 

To prevent the Surpriſe of my ſp ſudien Marriage, 
from making tos great an Impreſſicn en your Spirits, I 
thought profer to be the firſt who ſhould acquaint you 
with it myſelf Befere thts reaches your Elands, I fhall 
be the H:ſband of the W:diav Thritty, ar ho is upwards 


of ſeventy Tears eld, and 40,000]. Fortune; æchich ts 


enough to convince you, that Lowe had no Hand in my 
March, I hope you hade more good Seije than ta mind 
Forms and Ceremonies, You may be ſuse of my ſtaying 
no longer with the Hag, than is abſolutcly necrſſary to get 
Poſen of her Nicney; I «will then pack the old Fore- 
bead. Cloth direcily to a Farm in the Country, where 
ſhe may live ccmfortab'y for 40) a Year. While you 
ard I, my Dear, ſpend her [koujfands in Sg lendar. I am 
in Haſte, 
Your faithful, | 
E Bronze. 


Carlos came very ſeaſonable to viſit her almoſt 
as ſoon as ſhe had received this Letter, and by let- 
ting her into the Secret of the Affair, not only lei- 
ſen'd her Concern at this Accident, but inſpired her 
with Joy at the Reflection on the Danger ſhe had 
eſcap'd ; which fill'd her alſo with the moſt favour- 
able Thoughts for her kind Deliverer. Bronze too 

was 
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was next Day undeceived by his Wife's Elopement, 
having firſt ſecured four Hundred Pounds worth of 
Jewels, which he had given her the Night before 
Marriage, and which his Creditors had furniih'd him 
with, in Order to have preſented them to Etheirnda. 
This immediately obliged the Beau to quit the 
Kingdom, and with what Money be could ſcrape 
together, to repair to Cambray; where the Congreſs 
ſittin g at that Time, occaſioned high Play, and trom 
whence he might poſſibly find an Opportunity to 
mend his Fortune. Carls and Ethelinda went to pals 
the Summer at the Aunt's, where, in about two 
Months after, their Marriage, was conſummated and 
they have ever ſince lived very happily together, 


A peed Example for married Ladies. 


A Manga was the only Daughter ef Sir Jaßper 

Zac, a Merchant of London, whom Fortune 
and Induſtry from ima]! Beginnings had made rich. 
She was a Lady rather of a tedate than gay Diſpo- 
fition, and rather an agreeable than a complete 
Beauty. Her good Humour and her great Fortune 
were ſufficicat Charms to recommend her to any 
one for a Wife, tho her Perſon might not be ſo 
engaging as to procure many Lovers tor the Sake of 
Love. Among teveral Gallancs who mace their Ad- 
dr:!!2s to ber, Mr. Rover, whole Father was inti- 
mate with Sir Jager, was the oett receiv'd. The 
old Gentleman ſoon agrecd on the Match, and the 
Nuptials were conſummated; Amanda bringing ner 
Huſband 20,ccol. and he ſettling an equivalent Join- 
ture upon her, As this Match was rather a Kind of 
Smith field Bargain than an Union of two Perſons 
Who were the moit dear to one another, it is not We 
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be woncer'd if there was a great Niffcrence in their 
Fempers. Rover was all Gaiety, Looiſeneſs, and 
Extravogance; ſhe ali Gravity, EF ruvence, and Par- 
Iimonious. Nor did the obey her Fa ler only in ac- 
cepting him as her Huiband. but taugt her Heart 
to Love him with a perfect Terdorne fs. ler Huſ- 
band, on the contrary, lo:ked on the Much as a 
Neccfiity, not Choice; therefore, as he had no 
Love before Marriage he could {carce force himſelf 
to the Rules of common Decency after it Within 
a iew Months after they were marricd, the Fathers 
of River and Amanda both died, and left their Chil. 
dren to behave to one another as they thought pro- 
per, without any farther Controul over their Actions 
and Conduct. 

Here was the Beginning of Amanda's hard Trials, 
which her Huſband's foregoing Indifference gave her 
too certain Promiſe of, He now plunged head long 
into all the faſhionable Vicet, and Extravagarcies of 
the Age; his Life was one continued Scence of Re- 
vels and Riots He was ſeldom ſober, and as ſeldom 
refrained from Gaming. He was a Cully to all the 
Sharpers about Town; and when he had loſt his 
Mcney Abroad, he conſtantly came to take his Re- 
venge at Home. His Wife was generally thought 
the moſt proper Object, and he conflantly uſed her 
with all the Irbumanity that his brutal Temper could 
ir {fire him with. Ananda bore it with Fatierce, and 
never returned him an ill natur'a Word, ror com- 
Flained to her Relaticns who viſited her; but, on 
the contaary, ſhe diſguited his Faults, and gave him 
that good Character which ſhe hoped he would de- 
{crve. 

Gaming and Drinking were not Vices expenſive 
enough, but he mult run into that polite one of 
Kieping. From the moſt infamous Part cf the 
Town he ſeletis a Miftreſs, whom he maintained 
in the moſt publick and genteel Manner: She ap- 

peared 
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d like a Lacy ol the fir Qual y, and ſhone 
at the Play and Opera in Jewels once Amanda's, 
But by her Nature bis Creature was inſolent, 
proed, and wanton ; ſhe was falſe to him, yet he 
was fond of her; he qu rrel'd with him only to 
make him buy his Peace with tome extraordinary 
Preſent or other; for ſo bew'tchei! wan he to this 
Proſligate, that he could not forſake her; he would 
have ſacrificed every I'hing that was dear to him 
to her Will. Whatever Regret, Whatever Sor- 
rows Amanda in private kn: w, ſhe never troubled 
her Huſhand with her Rep: caches, nor contradict- 
ed hi- Humour in its utmo I xtravagance hen 
he came home, ſhe received him with open Arms, 
and with the utmoſt Gentlenefs repaid his Bruta- 
lity 

By this extravagant Courſe of Life his Eſtate 
was mortgaged and encumoered; Debts were 
every Day com acted, till they grew fo numerous, 
and his Veans of D:\charging them ſo ſmall, that 
his Goode were ſelzed, himielf arreſted ani flung 
into Priſon. Amanda's Relations would have taken 
her home to thera but ſhe could not dciert her 
Huibacd. She wo berſelf a voluntary Priſoner, 


* cherithed him Mie kind endearing Expreffions, 


and nrove to ere his Rave at his preſent Miſ- 
fortunes. The Pr. and De pair of ever being 
freed {rom t. ure im into a votent Fit of Sick- 
nels. in which ih- attended him with indefatigable | 
Diliverce, and thowed the fame Concern as if it 
had bees tur the m -'* endearing of [luſfbands. She 
wep. o-er lim, graiped Ins Hand, and wiſhed 
with the utmoit Furvency he n ht recover : tno' 
it would be only to give rew Proots of his Hatred 
and wilxe to her. 'I his indeed made him ſlome- 
Wa; rent; he owned his Indifcretions in his 
Conduct to her, but at the {ame Lime owned he 
Was convinced of his Fully when too late. 

B 3 The 
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The Phyſicians told Ananda, his Life might be 
ſaved, but it mult be by moving him into the Air, 
otherwiſe he would inevitably die. This was enough 
for the Love of Amanda to work on, the immediate- 
ly cauſed his Debts to be enquired into, and found, 
that if ſhe could part with her Jointure, it would en- 
tirely pay them off, and leave them about 5el. a 
Year to live on. She takes no Notice of any Thing 
to her Huſband, but diſpoſes of her Jointure, and ſets 
him at Liberty. Immediately he is removed into 
the Country, attended with his Wife and only one 
Maid Servant, in order to recover his Health. 

It was now that he reflected on the Falſhood of 
his Friends and Miſtreſes, and the Conſtancy and 
Affection of his Wife, who, notwithſtanding all 
his Barbarities, retained her Endearments and Good- 
nature; who nurs'd him, and ſupported him in 
Priſon; who preferred a Dungeon and Obſcurity 
with him, to Pomp and Plenty with her Relations. 
Convinced with theſe Reflections he tenderly em- 
braced his Wife; aſſured her he was by her Con. 
duct made a perfect Convert, and all the Proof he 
could give her of his Sincerity, was to make their 
narrow Circumſtances as eaſy as poſſible. I am 
well repaid, my Rover, replied Amanda, for all that's 
pait by this tender Kindneſs ; by what I have done, 
| Call not ſuffer at all, if it may only make you 
think I am worthy of your Love. Then embracing, 
trom that Moment their mutual Happineſs began. 
He had Gratitude to love her as the beſt of Wives, 
ſhe had Good nature enough to eſteem him the belt 
of Huſvands, Heaven was not long before it re- 
warded ſuch a Reformalton in him, and ſo much Vir. 
tue in her. Rover within the Year, had an Ellate of 
2c007. per Annum left him by a Relation, who was 
charmed at his new Manner of Life, and a Son a+ 
bout the ſame Time given him to inherit it. By this 


anexpeted Acquiſition of ſo plentiful a Fortune, he 
| . ſhewed 


A good Example for married Women. 19 


fhewed his Gratitude to Amanda, by ſettling a much 
larger Jointure on her, than ſhe had diſpoſed of to 
relieve him. Thus they now live in perfect Unani- 
mity and Concord ; he as an Example of Gratitude 
to the Men, ſhe a ſtrong Recommendation of Patience 
and Good. humour to the Women. 


SSD 
The Hiſtory of T acitTos and Corinna. 


O F all matrimonial Broils and Diſquietudes, 
none was ever conducted with more Pru- 
dence and Seerecy, than the late voluntary Separa- 
tion of Tacitus and his fair Bride; as perhaps no- 
thing ever gave greater Surpr ze to the Acquaint. 
ance of both, than to fee two Perſons ſo diametri- 
cally oppoſite in Temper and Character, agree in ſo 
material a Point as Matrimony. 

Corinna, a Woman of the molt finiſh'd Perſon, 
was young, gay, fond of Play to Diſtraction; and 
ſo careleſs of her Words and Actions, that her 
Character ſeemed the leaſt Thing in the World to 
be regarded ; and rather than loſe her Share of Plea- 
fure in a Party at Quadrille, ſhe would, at any 
Time, break thro' the Rules of Reſerve and De- 
corum : It will ſeem ſtrange, no doubt, that a 
Lady ſo taken up with Buſineſs of this Kind, 
ſhould at the ſame Time, be the greateſt Coquet 
in Being; but, ſo it was, and tho' her Lovers were 
ſo numerous, not one could boaſt a greater Share in 
her Eſteem than the reſt; and few more than that 
their Names were enter'd in her Pocket book ; and, 
notwithſtanding ſhe had perhaps a Set of the moſt 
practis'd Admiters in the gay World, their Ad- 
vances were all diſregarded, for the ſuperior Addreſs 
of their powerſul Rival Pam, to whole ill Succeſs, 

in 
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in falling a Victim to the Hearts of fome of her Fe- 
male Antagoniſts (the Coniequence of which was a 
very conſiderable Loſs on her Side) was owing the 
favourable Reception of 1 acitus. 

It was at that lucky Cris, when great with the 
Thoughts of Revenge (but, thro' ker ill Luck, in- 
capable of puriuin it) he ound an Opportunity of 
renewing his Addreſſes; which Comma was in a 
much better Temper than ever co give Bar to; ſhe, 
accordingly, began tert-:ully to reflect on the Sub- 
jet, and very wiſ:y to weigh the Convenicncies 
and Inconven:enc:e> attending it Tacitus, ſhe knew, 
was dull, hated Gaming, very cautious of giving 
the World Off-nce, and had a Veneratlon tor an 
irreproachable Character: Then, on the other Side, 
he was good natur'd, rich, fcol:/h enough to love 
her, and very eaſily ro be impos'd on; theie ſhe 
lo k'd on as very proper Accompliſhments in a 
- Huſband: Hiving chus caitt up the Account on 
each Side, on Ba:lirce ſhe venturea to declare Ta— 
citus the nappy Man; ard, as fuch, he was ſaluted, 
envied, or laugn'd at, amidit the u hole Cucle of his 
Acquaintance 

It is little to be wondered at, if a Lady, who 
had ſo great an Averſion to Reitraint belore Marri- 
age, ſhould have a much greater afterwards, when 
her Liberties and Indulgegcies (which however be- 
fore ſhe little enough regarded) were conſidei ably 
encreaſcd; and Corinna was ſo high {.irited a 
Creature, that ſhe would go to the utmoſt Leng h of 
her Rein, let it reach as tar as it would 

Many Months had not run away, during the 
Triumph of the Bride, over the too ceny Temper 
of the fond uad obliging Tacitus, e'cr he cegan to 
wake from his Dream ot H-ppineſs, and cuo:ly to 
refl. t on the Proſpect of ihe Continuance or it; 
and which f om her Behaviour at that Lime, 
gave him very little Satisfaction: The OR 
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of this Reflection was a gentle Reprimand to his 
Lady; who, ſurpriz'd at this unexpected Beha- 
viour, began to exert her Spirits a little too freely 
on the Occaſion : Tho' the Temper of her Huſband 
was not eaſily moved to Reſentment, he laid up 
her Words till a proper Opportunity, and it was 
not long before he had a very ſufficient Reaſon for 
ſuch a Memorandum (for, when once Animoſities 
are begun, they are o. too light and volatile a Na- 
ture to lie long inactive) which happened thus; — 
A bad Run of Cards having reduc'd the unhappy 
Corinna to draw rather too ſoon upon her Banker, 
who was no other than Tacitus himſelf, he now 
ſomewhat more ſeverely reproved her Conduct; 
which Reproof had the ſame or worſe Effect than 
former Reprebenſions; he, however. made her no 
other Reply than the reminding her of an Engage- 
ment he was under for the Day; which he imme- 
diazely went to fulfil, without the leaſt Sign of 
granting her Requeſt. Now Corinna began to look 
on her Fortune as deſperate, and without ever al. 
lowing Time for Refiection, or ever ſo much as 
dreaming of the Conſequence, was, in the Abſence 
of her Huſbard, at high Game all the Day with 
the celebrated Lorenzo; and having good Fortune 
on her Side, made ſhift to pick up an Hundred 
Guineas, or ſo, before his Return. 

Perhaps no Man had ever the Command of his 
Paſſions like Tac/xs, he pretended to be wonder 
fully pleaſed at his Wite's good Catt, and thanked 
the Loſer with an Exceſs of Politeneſs ; who, be- 
ing a Man of much greater Gallantry than Penetra- 
tion, went away highly diverted at what he thought 
the Inſenſibility of his Behaviour; but was not a 


little furprized, the next Morning, at the Receipt of 


the following Lette. 


Ta 
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T LORENZO. 
SIR, 


Veſterday my Wife preſſed me fer a Suffly to her 
Extravagancies, which, thinking unreaſonable, I refuled 
ber; but find jhe has other Friends to «pjly to, who are 
282 enough to make up the Deficiency of a Huſband ; 

ut as I ſcorn to be obliged, in this Reſpett, to any Man 
in the Warld, 1 defire to kaow your Motive for ſo extra- 
ordinary @ Picce of Generofity. I expect in this Place, 
Sir, a ſatisfaftory Anſewer on the Receipt of this. 


Hyde-Park, Saturday Morning. „  LAGLIUS; 


Lorenzo, Who was not up when this came to 
his Hands, jumped out of Bed with an Air of great 
Satisfaction, and ordered his Man to prepare his 
Sword and Piſtols; for he was one of thoſe Sort of 
Madmen, who very ſtrenuouſly ſtand up for that 
ineſtimable Privilege of a Gentleman — I mean, the 
Liberty of cutting each other's Throats, allowir 
no Time for redrefling or re penting of an Injury til 
too late ; while the common Race of Men are only 
entitled to bruiſe each other heartily, and live to 
be good Friends again, ſerviceable to each other, 
and uſcful Members of Community in general. 
Hence animated, the gallant Lorenzo drew his 
Sword, and, confident > his Skill in the Science, 
made a Paſs at the Button of his Hart lying on the 
Table; but by ſome Means or other, molt luckily 
miſſed it —I fay luckily, for juſt at that Moment 
it popp'd into his Head, what before he did nct at 
all dream of, the Probability of his miſſing in the 
ſame Manner the injured Tacitus; upon which ſome 
further Confideration enſued, and the Effect of it 
was, the putting his Sword peaceably into it's Scab- 
bard again, and writing the following Letter. 


Ta 
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Aer. 


SIR, 


TI muſt confeſ; you have ſufficient Reaſon to be in- 
cens'd—T he Motive of my Generofity I need not explain; 
and as I am not in a Humour to repair one Injury by com- 
mitting another, I am willing, if it will be to you any 
Satisfaction, to accept of my Purſe again; for as you 
bade an indiſputable Right in the Lady, it was injuricus 
in me to bid Maney after you had bought ber. However, 
Sir, if yu are willing to part with her on any reaſonable 
Terms, you ſhall find me as generous as you could wiſh ; 
or, if” vou in*nd the contrary, 1 ſhall bid up no more for 


ber, 
LORENZO. 


Any other Man than Tacitus, might have poſſibly 
looked on this as the higheit Aﬀront ; but, (being 
fully convinced that Happineſs could never ſubſiſt 
between two Perſons of ſuch different Tempers as 
Corinna and himſelf) he was reivlved at all Events, 
to bring about, if pofible, a Separation; he accord- 
ingly went home, {heiw'd her Lorenz's Epiſtle, and 
calmly, yet with a great deal cf Reſolution, made 
Overtures on the Score of parting The Proſpect 
of ready Maney, and the Benefit of uſing her Plea. 
lure with it, was too captivating to Corinna, to make 
her r2fule almoſt any Thing on that Condition; the 
many agreeable Parties ſhe would be enabled to 
make one of, and the Hopes ot the Sum ſhe might 
poliiviy gain, by having 2 great deal to ſtake, eaſily 
determined her Reſolution. The Separation accord- 
ingly enfued, and, as before has been obſerved, 
with much leſs Noiſe than their firſt mutual Agree- 
ment. 

Corinna appears as before, mightily taken up 
with Buſineſs of no Conſequence, gaming, followed. 
toaſted 
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toalted and admired as much as ever; while con- 


tented Tacitus appears allo in Statu geo ; reads the 


Papers of the Day, drinks his Glaſs; and, as he is 
out of Danger of being accounted an old Batchelor, 
rails at Women, proteſts he values the whole Sex as 


a Paragraph in the News; and ſays, I is very awell 


it is no Worſe. 


WEIR IEC 9 ee RW 


The Secret Hiſtory of the SL IDE R; or, 
the Story of Lucius and RoSETTA., 


A Fatt, 


ON G has it been the Wonder of the gay and 
young, that the moft worthy to be celebrated 
of all Toaſts, the ſprightly Roferra, amidſt the con- 
tinual Round of Plcafure ſhe is engaged in, ſhould 
preſerve an extraordinary and almoit a religious Ve- 
neration for a Relick, which they have ail along 
pronounced to be nothing more than a M.rocco Slip- 
For my own Part (having ſtudied very deeply 
into firit and ſecond Cauſes, Propoſitions, Solutions, 
Dependencies and Concluſions in Love) 1 have 
learned to 4noxv nothing, and to diſtruſt my own Eyes 
and Ears in any Point wherein the Senſe, Beauty, 
Wit or Diſcretion of the Fair Sex is diſputed. Hence 
it is, that I have caretully avoided giving my Sen 
timents in ſo intricate a Caſe; but having very hap- 
pily been acquainted with the Reaſon of this re- 


markable Behaviour, I cannot forbear giving tne . 


World a faithful H.ſtory of that Curiofity, which 1 
now will venture alſo to call a Slipper, A Taſk, 

entle Readers, that gives me much greater Satis- 
Naben, that if I was going to give an elaborate De- 


icription of the molt valuable Piece of Antiquity, the 
Cloſet 
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Cloſet of any particular Virtuoſo, or the moſt beau» 
tiful Muſeum Europe can boaſt of. 

In a little Village on the Borders of Hertfordfire, 
liv'd the good Slant, eſteemed by all that knew 
him as a Bleſſing to Community, and an Orna- 
ment to the Body of the Clergy, of which he was 
a worthy Member It was to him (as the fitteſt 
Man in the World for a Guardian) that the beſt of 
Fathers, the careful and indulgent Ruficus, with 
his dying Breath, committed the beautiful Roſetta, 
at that Time of too tender an Age to know the 
Want, or feel the Loſs of a Parent, Nor was ſhe 
only entruſted to his Direction, for, partly to ob- 
lige his Acquaintance, and partly to add to the 
ſcanty Proviſion of his Benefice, he took under his 
Care the Education of five or fix young Gentlemen, 
Sons of his intimate Friends; and to the Charge of 
his Siiter Lucinda, who then reſided with him, gave 
up Roſetta, and three or four other young Ladies 
of her own Age, by whoſe Company, it was his In- 
tention to enhven her Turn of Mind, and take of 
the too great a Reſerve of ſo ſolitary an Education. 
Some Years had elaps'd when our Heroine arriv'd 
at the Sixteenth Year of her Age, bleſt with every 
amiable Sentiment, and every Qualification to make 
herſelf and others happy : If there wanted to theſe 
any perſonal Accomplithments, ſhe was tall, well 
ſhap'd, her Hair a beautiful brown, and an admi- 
rable Symmetry was preſerved in her Features ; 
and tho' there wanted much of that Luſtre with 
which ſhe at preſent appears, there was nothin 
even then ſeen deficient in her, as an acchmplich'? 
Woman; the peculiar Sweetneſs and Vivacity of 
her Temper, making up for that Gracefulneſs, 


which is only to be acquir'd by an Intimacy with 

the polite World. 
It would be impolite in me to enumerate Ro- 
ſetta's Perfections, ſince thoſe who have the Happi- 
| C neis 
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neſs of her Acquaintance, would immediately ſee 
the Deficiency in the Writer; and as to others, the 
Imperfection of the Picture would too much wrong 
the Original, to give them any juſt Idea of thoie 
Beauties which are much better imagined than de- 
ſcribed. — It was now that ſhe engaged the Atten- 
tion of all the neighbouring Gentlemen, and be. 
came the reigning Toaft in their noiſy Entertain- 
ments: So that their Viſits to Sy/vanus hecame ſo 
frequent, and their not too poliſh'd Behaviour ſo 
very diſagreeable; that it was ſeldom Roſetta, who 
well knew on whoſe Account thoſe Viſits were paid, 
would condeſcend to oblige them with her Com- 
pany. Her Reſerve in this, was however ſo far 


| from being any Reſtraint on the Manners of theſe 


roaring Squires, that all of them, very wiſely as 
they 1 took hold of every Opportunity, 
full of that great Proverb, faint Heart never 
wins 4 fair Lady; and whenever ſhe came within 
Arms reach, ſeiz'd hold of her, and took a Kiſs by 
main Force ; glorying at the ſame Time at the Suc- 
ceſs of their Enterprize, nctwithſtanding the molt 
ſevere Frown or forbidding Look, was the Reward 
of their Inſolence. Reo/erta was in this Situation, 
when the gay and charming Lucius, arriv'd at the 
Seat of Mr. Belmont, a Neighbour and Patron to 
Sytuanus. It was impcſiible for a young Gentle- 
man of our Heroe's Conſtitution (conſcious of the 
Power of his Addreſs, and rich with the Spoil of 
an Hundred Hearts) not to be inquiſitive concern- 
ing the Beauties of B-—2, or {if he could be 
thought to neglect a Queſtion of this kind) that he 
ſhould long be ignorant of thoſe Charms, which 
had already made ſuch a Noiſe in that Part of the 
Country. Mr. Belmont, a Man of Honour and 
Integrity, preſerv'd, tho' in the Decline of Life, all 
that Gaiety neceſſary to make Age agreeable, with- 
out the leaſt of that Puerility which renders it ex- 
tremely 
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tremely ridiculous. It is no wonder then, that a 
Gentleman of this Caſt of Mind, poſſeſs'd alſo of a 
compleat Knowledge of the Werld, join'd to many 
amiable Qualifications, in an eminent Degree, ſhould 
meet ſometimes with an agreeable Reception from 
Roſetta; for whom he had acquired even a paternal 
Tenderneſs, and ſeem'd to ſhare the Taſk of 
Guardian with his Friend. It was by this Gen- 
tleman, that Lucius was firit introduc'd at Sy/vanus's 
Houſe, after having been mortified a whole Week, 
every Day hearing the molt extravagant Encomiums 
on her, without being able to prevail on his Friend 
to Ker her a ſingle Viüt: At lait, however, having 
ſufficiently rallied him for his Impatience, the com- 
3 Belmont acquainted the good Clergyman, 
y a Servant, that his Viſitor and himſelf intended 
to dine with him next Day. LZucizs would have 
had him ſpare the Ceremony, but was obliged to 
1 with no little Uneaſineſs. It is however 
to be doubted, whether the greateſt Pain of an eager 
Curioſity, could equal the Pleaſure he received in 
the Gratification of his, in the Sight of the beau- 
tiful Nœſetta. It is expected, perhaps, by thoſe 
who are verſed in Novels, and ſuch kind of Writ- 
ings, that our Hero's Expectations were ſo far ex- 
ceeded, that he was ſtruck with ſach an Exceſs of 
Admiration, he could not eat a fingle Morſel or 
open his Mouth ; but fat and look'd like a Fool 
the whole Time of his Viſit: But I muſt own I had 
rather break thro' the Rules of Writing, than relate 
any Circumſtance contrary to the Truth ; not that 
I would affert ſuch a Surprize unnatural. On the 
contrary, I myſelf have more than once experienc'd 
the Truth of it; but it was not ſo in the preſent 
Cafe, which, however, I will not attribute to the 
Want of Power in the Object, but to the 3 
of Lucius s Situation There is no one Qualifica- 
tion, perhaps beſide, that may be rendered ſo agree - 
C 2 able, 
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able, and yet ſo eaſily diſagrecable as Modefly ; as 
the leaſt Degree too little gives us the Idea of Im- 
pudence, fo the ſmalleſt Particles too much, has im- 
mediately a very ridiculous Effect. Our Hero was 


extremely happy in this Reipect, and as he well 


knew an Exceſs of Modeſty was the mo diſadian- 
tageous Companion a young Fellow cuuld be trou- 
bled with; he took Care to carry as little about him 
as poihble-; by which Means he was bleit with a 
lucky Indifference, a Careleſſneſs of pleating, which 
is the ſureſt to pleaſe, a Situation of Mind, which 
nothing but a commendable Self Confidence can give 
us. Hence it was. that (tho' his Surprize, as 
may be imagined, was not a little, to find a young 
Creature ſo much more worthy of his Adoration, 
than the ſhining Beauties he had ſo often figh'd for) 
ſtifling every Thing more than a decent Emotion, 
which his good Manners could not tail of paying her 
Perſon at firſt Sight, he appeared tree from any dit- 
agreeable Reſtraint, as the molt accompliſhed Gen- 
tleman ſhe had ever beheld. 

If the Heart of Lucivs was too much expericnced 
to be taken Captive at firit Sight, Ro/erra, without 
reflecting on the real Cauſe, began to be lirangely 
partial to the Words, Looks and Actions of this en- 
gaging Stranger. The firit Viſit was, in ſhort, too 
agreeable on all Sides not to be repeated; while the 
frequent Pleaſure the amorous Lucius poſſeſs d in the 
Company of our Heroine, gave them both too many 
Opportunities to encreaſe the good Opinion they had 
conceived of each other, nut to make their Conver- 
ſation ſoon become more intereſting. Our Lovers, 
for ſuch I may now venture to call them, had not 
been long in this Situation, when the Death of La- 
einda ſut jected Rofetta to the Care of an ofhcious 
Governeis, whoſe Name was Pradella In this Wo- 
man might be ſeen all the Ill. Nature of diſappoint- 
ed Youth; and the Affectation of good Humour and 

| Sprightlineſs, 
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Sprightlineſs, her Years and Temper of Mind were 
very averſe to. A certain unmeaning Caſt was 
ſtamped on her Features, which however loſt no 
Beauty, for want of Variety in Poſition ; for, as ſhe 
was ftill of a very amerous Diſpoſition, having at 
firſt Sight taken an extravagant Affection for Lucizs, 
it gave her not a little Difficulty to regulate her 
Looks and Behaviour, ſo as to convince him of her 
Paſſion, in ſuch a Manner, that he might not miſ- 
take her Smiles for that natural Aﬀability ſhe pre- 
tended to; this was a Taſk not eafily reconciled to 
her very ſevere Pretentions to Modeſty, and there- 
fore reduced her into a terrible Dilemma. This af. 
forded our Hero, who had Penetration enough to 
diſcover its Motive, a good deal of Diverſion, as he 
thought it undoubtedly very pleaſant, to ſee an old 
wanton Prude in theſe ridiculous Circumſtances. But 
as he could not conquer his Antipathy to her, ſo far 
as to be guilty of the leaſt Sew of Tenderneſs, ſhe 
took Fire at his Neglect of her Advances, which 
ſhe was conſcious he muſt be ſenſible of. It was 
now, and not before, that ſhe ſuſpected the real 
Cauſe of that Neglect, and reſolv'd at all Hazards 
to avenge herſelf, not only on Lucius as the Offender, 
but on Ro/erra as the firſt Cauſe of that Offence, 
And it was not long before an Opportunity ofrered, 
which gave her room to proſecute her Intention, 
and me a Fcundation to this Hiſtory : For, as after 
this, ſhe took all poſſible Care that our Lovers 
ſhould ſeldom be together, and when that could not 
be avoided, was ſure herſelf to make a third in their 
Converſation ; they were reduced to the Neceſſity of 
concerted Aſſignations. 

It was at this Time that Mr. Bellmont, being ab- 
ſent on ſome Bufineſs at Landon, Lucius, under Pre- 
tence of diverting himſelf with Sy/vanmus's Pupils, 
reſided with the good Clergymen entirely, attend- 
ing his School Hours and Lectures; but a 
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he was not too much engaged to profit much by 
them I will not ſay. But this is not to our Purpoſe — 
The Hour of Aſſignation was one Night come, 
when our Hero in his Night-Gown, waiting impa- 
tiently in an Alcove at the End of a Row of Cheſnut 
Trees in the Garden, was bleſſed with the Approach 
of the charming Ro/etta. 

I could here launch into a florrid Diction with ad- 
mirable Facility, to deſcribe the Beauty of the E- 
vening, and the Extacy of a Lover, on ſceing his 
Mittreſs come tripping along the Graſs, like the 
Queen of the Faries by Moon Light. But as it 
would ſwell this Hiſtory too much, I leave my 
Readers who have taſted that Pleaſure, to their own 
Reflections, and to thoſe who have not, to the Fer- 
tility of their Imaginations. But in what Degree 
ſoever may be ſuppoſed the Flow of Spirits at that 
Inſtant; at the ſame Rate muſt we judge of the 
ſudden Check they received at the Sight of the in- 
defatigable Prudella, who it ſeems not being able 
to fleep (I don't fay for what Reaſon) had been 
looking thro' her Window, facing the Garden ; 
and on ſeeing Reoſe/ta, thought herielf in Duty ob- 
lig'd to take Care of her Charge; therefore was 

uilty of what elſe might be conſtrued a Piece of 
mpertinence. Our Lovers were however ſo much 
on their Guard, as to fee her at ſome Diſtance, on 
which it was thought proper that Lucius ſhould ab- 
ſcond ; which, before he could prevail on himſelf to 
do, ſhe was ſo very near, that he was ſeen by her; 
but, under Cover of the Night, ſo as not to be 
diſtinguiſh'd from any other Perſon. But if lucky 
in this, he was as unfortunate in his Eſcape to ſhuffle 
off one of his Slippers, which the Fear of Diſcovery 
revented his putting on again. It is eaſy to 
magine the Effect of a Meeting between Roſetta 
and her Governante, who was ſo quick-ſighted as 
to ſecure the Slipper, as an undeniable Proof a the 
arty 
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Party eſcap'd; which however ſhe needed no ſuch 
Proof of. This was too favonrable an Occaſion to 
indulge her Spirit of Revenge, for Prudelia to let 
flip ; ſhe therefore (loading her with the moſt bitter 
Invectives) in a manner dragg'd the trembing In- 
nocence to the Chamber of the good Sy/varus, whom 
ſhe ſoon rais'd from his Slumbers with no little 
Clamour. His Surprize could not be equal'd, per- 
haps, on ſceing his tender Ward half dead with 
Fear, as having no Reaſon to doubt what Pradella s 
Malice would inſinuate: Notwithſtanding the Love 
this paternal Guardian bore for Rojetra, the Gover- 
nante had too great a Share in his Eſteem, and 
knowing her Influence, told her Story in the groſſeſt 
Terms, and the vileſt Adertions: But tho' the 
Agitation the good Clergyman was in cannot be 
expreſs'd, he preſerved his uſual Serenity of Can- 
duct, and ordered every one who had been diſturb d 
on that Occaſion, to their reſpective Appartments; 
and then led the gentle Roſetta to Prudella s Cham- 
ber, there to examine more ſeriouſly the Charge 
laid againſt her, which her Accuſer ſtill exaggerated 


by the frequent Mention of the Slipper. — But gueſs 


the Surprize on every Side, when, in the Bed- 
Chamber of this very Prudella, was found the Fel- 
low to that Slipper ſtill held in her Hand 
The Reader may perhaps wonder how it came 
there; but his Surprize will vaniſh, on reflecting, 
that Lucius miſſing the Preſerver of one Foot, might 
in paſſing Prudel/a's Window, poſſibly toſs in the 
other; which indeed was the Cate, and it had the 
Effect intended: for the Governante, ſo confound- 
ed at the Sight (imagining a much deeper Plot laid 
for her than there really was) had not a fingle Word 
more to alledge againit the ſtill trembling Ro/erte : 
and which ſeemed fo great a Proof of her Guilt to 
Sy/vanus, that tho' he could not tell what to make 
of ſo intricate an Affair, be at a a's 

ears, 
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Tears, by pronouncing her innocent of any Crime 
committed againſt Honour, Ducretion or Virtue: 
Por that Night, he was however contented to defer 
Clearing up a Point, which he imagined mult turn 
to the Governante's Confuſion ; whole Situation of 
Mind I wont pretend to deſcribe, but I imagine ſhe 
would, that Night, have been a very diſagreeable 
Bed-follow. In the Morning her Evidence being 
entirely laid aſide, it was eaſy for Lu ius to clear up 
what he himſelf had been the Author of; which he 
did to ſuch an Advantage, that the diſappointed 
Prudelia was diſmiſs'd, and on Lucius beit g call'd 


abroad on the Death of his Uncle, the beautiful 


Roſetta was entruſted to the Care of the agreeable 
Vanella, and her own Diſcretion, in Town: In 
which Situation I need ſay nothing of her to the 
polite World. 
It is on this Account then, that celebrated Beauty 
reſerves ſuch a Regard for one of thoſe S/zppers, 
G which of them it is, tho* I made very tirict 
Enquiry, I am at a Lois to determine. Lucius is 
now upon his Return Home, poſſeſſed of a compe- 
tent Fortune, and we ſoon expect the News of their 
approaching Nuptials. | 
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The ungrateful Lover, or the Amours of 
LVSAN DER and CLIMENE. 


LIME NE, a celebrated Toaſt, was fitting 
one Evening in her Chamber, full of tender 


 Languiſhments, and poſſibly debating within herſelf 


which, among her Train of Admirers. ſhe ſhould 
make the happy Man; when Ly/znder came to viſit 


her—She was, at that Time, too indoient to quit 
er 
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her Chair, and not thinking herſelf obliged to uſe 
any Ceremony with a Perſon who declared himſelf 
her Lover, ordered he ſhould be ſhewed into the 
Room were ſhe was. On his firſt Approach, he 
entertained her, as u'ual, with the Violence of his 
Paſſion, which, influenced by the Humour ſhe was 
in, more than any Preference ſhe gave him above 
the others who addreſſed her, ſhe received wuh 
rome Londeſcenſions than he had ever found in 
er before. —He is a Man of Intrigue, and too 
much acquainted with the Sex not to perceive that 
this was the Criſis in which, if ever, he might ac- 
compliſh his Deſign ;-—D2- -——rceſolving not to let it 
ſlip, he plyed her with Proteſtations of the moſt 
dying Love,—vowed the Impoſſibility of living with- 
out her, run into exiravagant Encomiums of 
every Charm, but dwel: the molt on thoſe of her 
Neck and Breaſt; till the tranſporting Contemplati- 
on made the Liberty he took in preſſing them with 
his Lips and Hands ſeem to her not altogether inex- 
cuſable.—Finding the Repulles ſhe gave him were 
not accompanied with much Reſentment, and that 
ſhe every Moment abated ſomewhat of her Fierce- 
neſs, he became ſtill bolder, and regarding more the 
Language of her Eyes than Tongue, deſiſted not till 
he had nothing farther to implore or wiſh for. 
This doubtleſs was, what Lovers call the lucky 
Moment, and put the amorous Ly/ander in Poſſeſſion 


of all thoſe Joys which not an Hour before he half 


deſpaired of cver being Malter of, even by the 
moit hunourable Means; for in Truth there were o- 
thers who had made Suit to her with greater Advan- 
tages of Birth, Fortune, and even Comelineſs of 

Perſon to recommend them. | 
He it was, however, who was deſtined to triumph, 
not only over her Heart, but alſo over a Virtue 
which was looked upon as impregnable. Certain it 
bs, that till that fatal Junddure, he had no _ 
iew 
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View in his Addreſles, than to make her his Wife, 
and happy would he have thought himſelf to have 
that Way compleated his Defires; but now it was 
quite other wiſe with him:— He thought no more on 
Marriage; and when the preſſed him to it, as ſhe 
often did with Tears and bitter Agonies, his whole 
Care was to find ſome Pretence or other for a plan- 
fible Excuſe for the Delay of what was far from his 
Intentions ever to perform. As he had ſome Awe 
upon him, however, of her Friends, (one of whom 
in particular had it in his Power to prejudice him in 
a very advantageous and honourable Poſt he holds 
under him,) he durſt not by a plain Refuſal of what 
ſhe expected from him, drive her to ſuch Extremi- 
ties, as might endanger her flying to that Perſon for 
Revenge; therefore artfully evaded her Importuni- 
ties, till his fertile Wit at length enabled him to form 
2 to get rid of them entirely; which was 

8. 

He hired a Houſe ready furniſhed, in a genteel 
Part of the Town, and placed the oldeſt and moſt 
deformed Woman he could find as Miſtreſs of it, 
with Servants and every Thing elfe befitting the 
Condition of a Perſon of Faſhion. Having given 
her proper Inſtructions for her Behaviour, he went 
one Day to C/imene, and entreated ſhe would ac- 
company him in a Viſit he was to make that After- 
noon to a Female Relation, who lived for the moſt 
Part in the Country, and was lately come to Londen. 
This was a Requeit which ſhe made no Scruple to 
comply with, and was accordingly conducted by him 
to the Scene where the Plot he had contrived was to 
be acted. | 

As ſoon as they entered into a very handſome 
Dining- Room, the old Creature came in, dreſſed in 
ſo gay and tawdry a Manner, as rendered her, if 

ſible, more diſagreeable than Nature and Time 

made her. Madam, ſaid Lyſander, ys 


mens 
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Climene to her, I bave brought a young Lady to you, 
awhoſe Converſation will oblige you to have @ better 
Opinion of this Town than you have hitherto entertained. 

On this the mock Gentlewoman ſaluted her fair 
Gueſt, and they being ſeated, My Dear, ſaid ſhe to 
Lyſander, taking him fondly by the Hand at the 
ſame Time, I ould have no Averſion to London, 
if I had more of your Company when I am in it; but if 
this pretiy Lady would wouchſafe to ſpend ſome Time with 
me, 1 ſhould hope to fee you leſs ſeldom. 

Fou muſt endeavour to perſuade ber then, replied he 
with a Smile, / you imagine her Preſence will have ſo 
much Attrattion ; ————but come, where is your Tea? 
w==you know 1 always drink it early. 

She made no Anſwer, but went out of the Room 
as if to order what he defired; but in reality that 
he might have Opportunity, as had been agreed 
between them, to give the finiſhing Stroke to the 
Confuſion poor Climene was already involved in, by 
what ſhe had ſeen and heard. 

Yau perceive, Madam, I am certain, ſaid he with 
the moſt ſeeming Timidity in his Face and Voice, 
the Reafon of my evading to accept a Hapęineſi, which 
bad it been in my Power, I would atherwi/e have dicd to 
maintain ; I had not Courage to relate the Story of 
my Misfartune, therefore brought you to be a Witneſs of 
it. 

Good God! cried ihe, ts it paſible you are married 
at ſuch a Creatare ! But what is her Age or 
Uzlin'/i to me ? How dare you think of making your 
Court to a Woman of my Birth, knowing yourſelf under 
fach Circumftanc.s? 

To which he replied, that he was married before 
he ever ſaw her, and that when he did ſo, was too 
much in Love to be able to conceal his Paſſhon ;,— 
that his Wife was at that Time, ſick and given 
over by the Phyſicians, and that he believed Death 
would ſoon have ſet him at Liberty to give his — 

| W 
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where he had given his Heart; and concluded 
with laying the Blame of all he had done on her 
Beauty and his own reſiſtleſs Paſſion: But his Flat- 
teries had now loſt all their Force; ſhe could nei- 
ther forgive him nor herſelf, and the Emotions of 
mingled Rage, Surpriſe and Grief, were ſo violent, 
that it threw her into a kind of Con vulſion, the 

etended Wife and Servants were all called in to 

er Aſſiſtance, and applying proper Remedies, ſhe 
was at laſt brought to herſelf. As ſoon as ſhe was 
fo, fhe deſired a Chair might be called, nor could 
all their Perſuaſions prevail on her to flay in a Houſe 
where ſhe had received ſo cruel a Shock, not to 
permit the perjured Author of it to attend her 
Home. 

This was no more than what Ly/ander expected, 
and indeed, leſs than he could in Reaſon have ex- 


pected in ſo trying an Affair; but having a conſum- 


mate Aſſurance, he went to viſit her the next Day: 
The Confuſion her Mind was ſtill in had made her 
forget to give Orders to be denied to him, and he 
was admitted as uſual. He ſtood her Upbraidings, 
conſcious how [much he merited them, till findin 
ſhe had railed herſelf out of Breath, he made uſe 
of all the ſoothing Arguments he was Malter of to 
bring her to more Moderation, but none had ſo 
much Effect as the Impoſſibility of recalling what 
was paſt, and that Patience was the only Remedy 
tor an irrctrievable Mi: fortune. —When ſhe was 
grown, by Degrees, into a Diſpoſition of Mind 
capable of liſtening to ſuch a Requeſt, he entreated 
ſhe would not diſcover his Marriage, which W 
he told her had been conſummated ſome Vears, he 
had kept an inviolable Secret to all the World, on 
account of his Wite's Age and Deformity, To 
this ſhe at laſt conſented, not to oblige him, or for 
his Sake, for ſhe now hated him enough to have re- 
joiced in an Opportunity of rendering his 1 * 
ice 
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Choice the Subject of Ridicule among all who knew 
him; but for the Sake of her own Reputation, 
thinking it would be a Reflection on her Character 
to have it ſaid a married Man thought fo lightly of 
it, as to preſume to offer his Addreifes. 

It was to this little Pride alone, Ly/ander owed 
the accompliſhing his Poiat, which having done, 
he took his leave of her for the laſt Time, the in- 
filling on never ſeeing him any more, except Chance 
threw him in her Way, and then to behave to each 
other as Perſons perfectly indifferent. 

Climene's Vexation was not fo violent as to hinder 
her from conſidering what would become her to do, 
in order to ſtop any Diſcourſe on her io ſudderly 
breaking off with a Man, whoſe Addreſſes, it was 
publickly known, ſhe had for a long Time encou- 
raged; ſhe therefore told all her Friends and Ac- 
quaintance, that ſhe never had an Intention to marry 
Ls1tunder, but had permitted him to ſee her meerly to 
make Trial of the Love and Fidelity of Horatia, 
which fince ſhe had ſufficiently proved by this 
Means, ſhe would no longer delay making him as 
happy as it was in her Power to do. 

This gained an eaſy Belief with every one, and 
even with Aoretio himſelf, to whom the is now 
married, and both either are, or ſcem to be, very 
much devoted to cach other. 

All Vander had to Wiſh, is row compleated, 
by her having diſpoſed of herſelf, and put it out 
of her Power to interfere with any Thing be hould 
do; his inconſtant Heart having entertained a Paſ- 
ſion for Mariana, whom he is now at Liberty to 
purſue without any Fears what the Reſentment of 
the other, for the Trick he had put upon her, 
might act againſt him.—l hope, however, the Object 
of his new Flame may be Miſtreſs ct a greater Saare 
of Reſerve and Caution, than either to be ſeduced 
from her Vircue by his Pretenſions of Conltancy, or 
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from doing herſelf Juſtice on his Falſhood, by the 
like Artifice he practiſed on Clinene. 

This Story I dedicate entirely to the Uſe of the 
Fair-ſex, in order to remind them how one un- 
guarded Moment may deſtroy the Peace of their 
whole Lives; for doubtleſs C/imene, as ſhe is a 
Woman of Honour, is not without Reflections full 
of Shame and Remorſe for her Miſconduct. - I 
would fain, therefore, have the Ladies, as well as 
the Men, well weigh the Conſequences of every 
Thing they are about to do, before they bring it to 


Action: But, as Human Nature is frail, and I 


have heard ſay, that there are Times in which the 
wiſeſt and molt reſolute may be overcome, I would 
give every Woman this Advice, — that whenever ſlie 
finds in herielt the Icaſt Fropenſity to a too tender 
Inclination, to avoid ſeeing the Object, — to fly his 
dangerous Approach; and though Love pleads never 
fo ſtror gly in his Favour, to repel the ſucet Im- 

ulſe, and be perſuaded to do à ſhort Violence on 
berſelf, rather than run any Hazard of incurring 
thoſe laſting Pains, which mutt intallibly attend a 
Condeſcention ill repaid. 
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The fatal Effe® of too ſudden Surpriſes of 
Joy, or the Hiſtory of FL OR IO, and 
FiDELI1A. 


LORIO, a young Gentleman of a good Family, 
poſſeſſed not of a large, but of an eaſy Fortune, 

and endowed with every Virtue that could render 
both himſelf and another happy in a married State, 
and long paid his Addreſſes to the fair Fidelia, the 


Daughter of a Gentleman in his Neighbourhood, 
| whoſe 


. 
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whoſe agreeable Beh aviour, univerſal good Humour 
and Affability, joined to one of the moſt amiable 
Perſons, and an jnnocent Simplicity natural to her- 
ſelf alone, had ſo gained on his yet unwounded 
Heart, that he found he could not live without be- 
ing put in full Poſſeſſion of her Charms; and his 
innate Worth, pleaſing Manner, and unaffected 
Politeneſs had raifed an equal Paſſion in her Breaſt, 
He made Application to her Parents, who very rea- 
dily gave their Conſent In the mean Time Mal- 
Dolio, a Man of a larger Fortune than Florio, but 
who had as many bad Qualities as he had good ones, 
likewiſe made Preteaions to her Favour, But her 
Father, who was 2 Maa of too much Senſe, and 
who had too much Regard for the real Happineſs of 
his Daughter, nat to give the Pieference to Flaric's 
tfupert>r Merit, hurried up the Match as ſoon as 
voildle in order to put it out of Ml lis's Power 
to induence her to his Advantage. The Nuptials 
were accardingly celebrated with an univerſal and 
unfeizned Joy on all Sides, and the Day following 
was appointed for the Bride and Bridegroom to 
down t 2 Country ſeat of Florio's near the Sea-fide, 
The diſappointed Rival, who had ſecret Intelligence 
of every Thing that paſſed, reſolved to make uſe of 
this Opportunity to put oue of the blackeſt Deſigns. 
in Exccution. He laid an Ambulcade for them in 
an unfrequented Road they were to go through, and, 
attended by ten Rufhans arm'd with Carbines and 
Curlafſes, attacked the Couch they were in. Florio 
defended himſelf with the greateit Bravery, and pre- 
ſently laid four of them dead at his Feet; but over- 
powered by Numbers at laſt he fell, and, with all 
his Servants ſlain around him, was left for dead: 
At this Sight the wretched Fidelia fainted away, and 
in that Condition, was hurried along and carried on 
board a Veſſel, which the vile Aſſaſſin had got rea- 
dy, and which immediately ſet fail for France. 
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As ſoon as they arrived thither, he offered to 
marry her; but ſhe with the greateſt Contempt and 
Diſdain rejected his Offer, telling him, ſhe weuld 
ſooner die than ſubmit to what was worſe than 
Death, the Embraces of her Huſhard's Murderer ; 
her Rage and Grief adding thereto the molt oppro- 
brious Terms ſhe could make uſe of, which ſo en- 
raged him, that he told her ſhe was now in his 
Power, that he would give her but three Days to 
conſider of it, and, if ſhe did not in that Time come 
to Reaſon, he would then make uſe of Force to 
obtain what he now aſked as a Favour: - In vain 
were all her Tears, Prayers, and In:reaties for a 
longer Reſpite ; he would hear no more, but left 
her in the greateſt Depth of Ageny and Deſpair. 
Often did the think of putting an End to her 
wretched Life before the Expiration of the Time 
allcwed her, and as often did her Virtue and Piety 
re rain ber from committing ſo great a Crime; 
when at length an innocent Stratagem preſented it- 
ſelf to her Mind, which was (havirg got over one 
of her Tyrant's Servants by Preſents and Intreaties 
to favour her Deſign) to take a Medicine, which, 
without doing her any farther Miſchief, would 
throw her into fo {ound a Sleep, that ſhe ſhould ſeem 
in all outward Appeararce dead; this ſhe did, and 
Blalwvolio. who imagined the had poilor.ed herſelf, 
finding himſelf again fruſtrated in his baſe Deſigns, 
and fearing he might be brought to Trouble on Suf- 
ricion of having murdered her, had her buried as 

rivately as poſſible; after which the Servaßt, who 

had becn intruſted with the Secret, took Care to 
tave the Tomb and Colin opered, before the Effect 
of the Med'cine ccd be quite over; and Fiatlia, 
by his Atittance, and under the Covert of the Night, 
1ctently got out oi the Territories of France, and 

fied to land. 4 
3 
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As thoſe who have no Senſe of Honour, cannot 
have any Notion of the more refined and noble Sen- 
timents of Love to their Country, Malwolio, who 
was now afraid to come to E:g/and on Account of 
Florio's Murder, immediately entered himſelf in the 
French Army, which was then going to Flanders, 
in order to garriſon ſome Towns, which it was ex- 

ected the Engliſb Troops, t that Time embarking, 
intended to beſiege; where let us leave him, and 
return to England. 

Some Gentlemen, riding by the Place where 
Floris and his Servants lay, gave Notice of it at the 
next Village, brought People thither, and had them 
all carried to an Inn, whither a Surgeon was ſent 
for to examine them, who found they were all quice 
dead, excepting Faris, in whom ſome ſmall Signs 
of Life appeared. They put him in a warm Bed, 
had his Wounds dreſſed, and in a Fortnight's Time 
he was ſo pericCtly recovered as to be able to remove 
to his own tlouſe: When he made all poſſible En- 
quiry after Malvelio and Fiaelia. He preſently 
tound they were gone to Frans, wherefore he ſent 
Letters thither for Intelligence; but how great was 
his Grief and Surprize, when by the Aniwers that 
were returned him, he found Malvolio was there, 
but that noboby had ſeen or knew any thing of 
Fid:lia; he preſently concluded that he muſt have 
ravithed and murdered her, and painted every Cir- 
cumſtance in his Mind, under the molt ſhocking 
aud horrid Appearances that the moſt cruel Barbarity 
could invent or imagine. Not being able to bear 
Lite without her, reſolved ro be revenged of the 
Villain whe had deprived him of her, and hearing 
that Malvolis was inlifted in the Service of the King 
of France, he ſcttl:d his Affairs here, and bought a 
Commiſſion in the Englih Army at that T:me under 
the Command of the Duke of Mar/borough He 
behaved with the greateſt Bravery in ſeveral En- 
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gagements, and in one it chaced to be his Lot to 
meet with A{volro, when it pleaſed the Almighty 
Direfor of all Things, who neier fails to puniſh 
thoſe whoſe long continued Cour'e of Wiekedneſs 
has julitly drawn his Wrath upon thein, to put his 
avenging Sword in Flriy's Hand Honour, Re- 
venge, and Deteſtation of Malvclio's Crimes, added 
to a deep Deſpair and Difregard for his own Safety, 
guided his Arm ſo ſurcly, that tho' his Antagoniſt 
was as good a Swordiman us any in the French 
Army, he could not oppoſe the Fury of his firſt 
Attack, but preſently received a mortal Wound; he 
tell, and, finding his End approaching, he then too 
late was brought to a jult Senſe of his Guilt, im- 
plored Forgiveneſs of Flor;o, told him bis Wife was 
dead, but aſſured him ſhe died unſpotted, and ex- 

;ired. 

F Fiaella, in the mean Time, having got ſafe to 
Hellund, and taken Lodgings there nll ſhe could 
find a convenient Opportunity of returning Home, 
but in the greateſt Grief for the Loſs of her Huſ- 
band, had ſent Letters to her Relations in England 
to let them know ſhe was ſtill living; and they had 
hkewiſe remitted others to the Packet boat for her 
and F/orio, to let them know reſpectivaly of each 
other's Fortune; which had they received they might 
both have fill been happy, and reaped the juſt Re- 
ward of all their Virtues ; but unfortunately two or 
ture Mails being impeded by contrary Winds, theſe 
Letters came to neither of their Hands, 

Flirio, being now perfealy aſſured from what 
Maltolio had told him, that his Wife was dead, re- 
ſolved to remain in the Army; and altho' he durſt 
not himſelf put an End to his wretched Life, inſup- 
portable as it was to him without his dear Fidelia, 
yet he determined to expoſe himſelf to any Danger, 
where he might be able to loſe it nobly in the Ser- 
vice of his Country, However, the Army was 

now 
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now going into Winter Quarters, and the General 
had already aſſign'd to all the Officers their reſpec- 
tive Lodgings, and his among the reſt ; bur, when 
he came to the Houſe whica had been appointed 
for him, what Object firſt ſhould ſtrike his raviſhed 
Eyes but his beloved, his faithful, long loſt Wife! 
How vaſt and inexpreſſible was the Surprize and Joy 
of both! How tender was the Scene at firit, but 
ah! at laſt how fatal; they ſtood for a few Minutes 
motionleſs ; at length, as by ſome mutual Impulſe, 
they ruſh'd into each other's Embraces; Tears forc'd 
their Way, where Words could not find U terance; 
the ſudden Tranſport of an unexpected Meeting, af- 
ter ſo long baving believed one another dead, was 
more than they could bear, and they expir'd in each 


other's Arms without ſpeaking a ſingle Word. 
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The DiscREET WirFr; or, the LApPSED 
HusBanD Reclaimed. 


N the gay Reign of King Charles, there was a 
young Lady, whom I call Pruaentia, who was 
one of the Maids of Honour to the Dutcheſs of 
York, that drew the Attention of the whole Court 
upon her ; ſhe was the reigning Toaſt of that gailant 
Age, and equally admired by the Men of Pleaſure, 
and Men of Wit; with her Beauty ſhe was ſtrictly 
mo-eſt; with her Wit ſhe was prudent and good. 
natured. Among her numerous Train of Admirers, 
none ſec med ſo agreeable as the young Lord Amable; 
who incapable of any baie Deſigns, even when ſuch 
Deſigns were thought rather an Honour than a Re- 
flection, gave ſuch Aſſurances of his Love, that 

Prudentia eaſily ſurrendered her Heart, 
| Prudentia's 
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Prudentia's Aunt, who was her Guardian readily 
conſented to the Match, and the Nuptials were cele- 
brated with mutual Joy As this was a Marriage 
not made up by Treaty, but free Choice and Incli- 
nation, they did not fall into the modiſh Coldneſs, 
and complaiſant Indifference People of Faſhion are 
ſoon apt to do. My Lord was a Man of unuſual 
Sweetneſs and Affability of Temper, which when 
joined to that of Prudentia's, mult neceſſarily make 
hm happy with his Wife; yet this Happineſs of 
Temper drew him into ſome Misfortunes; h.s Eaſi- 
neſs and Credulity, or the Generoſity and Openneſs 
of ſome Companions, had like to have leſſened his 
domeſtick Felicity, had not the Diſcretion of Pra- 
dentia prevented it. 

My Lord had contracted a moſt intimate Acquain- 
tance with one Mr Griuly, a Man of Pleaſant Con- 
verſation, who could tell a Story well, ſing agree- 
ably, was an arch Mimic, and in ſhort a humourous 
Droll, who! particular Talent was to make People 
laugh. Such was his pvb.ick Character, but this 
was only a Maſk to conceal the tricking Cameſter, 
and defigning Pande» To render himſelf more pow- 
er ful wir Men ot Quality, he made himſelf inſtru. 
mental to their Fo//ies, or their Yices, ard was never 
without ſome zeww Face to engage his Acquaintance. 
My Lord Ania le was not inclinable to any of thoſe 
Vices Grinly was Procurer of, yet this Wretch had 
Cunning enough to draw him into all. Wich Drink- 
ing his Heaith ſoon began to impair, with Loſſes 
his Pemper was often ruffled, with wenching that 
Fondnels and cord:al Love he uſed to (hew his Lady, 
began to ceaſe. Prudentia was not a little concerned 
at this Coduct; ſhe too well knew »f all Vices, yet 
diſcreetly thought that any violet Oppoſition would 
but heighten the Miſchief; ſhe took Care to make 
Homo a eaſy to him a+ poſſible; tludious to pleaſe 
him, ſhe never dilguſicd him with harſh Reproaches, 

or 
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or ſatyrical Reflections on his Conduct. Neither, 
tho" careful to pleaſe him, did ſhe run into an Ex- 
treme of Fondneſs; ſhe was not fond, when ſhe 
thought it would be diſagreeable, for ſhe knew that a 
Wife without Diſcretion, might make the tendereſt 
Endearments the moi tr: ubl-.ome. Prudentia was 
gay or fond as ſhe found nher Lord in the Temper to 
receive either; and without letting him know that 
ſhe had Intimation of his Gaming abroad, would 
propoſe Cards or Hazard at home, with ſuch Com- 
pany. as ſhe chought would pleaſe him, and never 
forgot to include Mr. Cindy among them. 
Sometimes ner Propoſal was accepted, and by 
that Means ſhe found out the Sharper, the Pander, 
the Flatterer, and the Filiuin, in the rolling Mr. 


Erin. 


Luckily for this diſcreet Lady, it happened, that 
at the fame Time, Mis. Tlougheleſt, a beautiful 
Lady who had married my Lord's Brother was ex- 
tremely uncaly by her Jealouſy; for being certainly 
informed of her Huſband's keeping a Women of the 
Town, and at the ſame Time being ruined by Shar- 
pers at Gaming, Mrs. Thought: came one Day to 
complain to my Lord of her Huſband's bad Conduct 
and Falſhood to her Bed. She cried, ihe raved, and 
threatened not to live a Moment with him longer. 
My Lord did what he could to pacify her, but all in 
Vain; my Lady ſucceeded better, who taking this 
Opportunity to ſhew my Lord his own Foibles thus 
addreticd herſelf to her Siſter: 

I fancy, dear Siſter, you want a little prudential 
good Humour to reclaim your Huſband; Beauty and 
Wit will not avail withou: Diſcretion: There is a 
paliive Kind of Virtue neceſſary to ſhew him his 
Folly; it muſt not be done with III nature, and 
con tant Reproaches on his Conduct, which I am 
afraid is your Method It my Lord Amiable was 
guilty of the ſame Follies (which J dare affirm he 

never 
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never will) I ſhould myſelf a& as I adviſe you. 
You have Beauty enough to pleaſe a Huſband, have 
therefore an equal Defire to do it; be the more 
ſtudious of his Humour, as he is the more faulty 
in his Conduct; and let your Affability ſhew his 
Injuitice in wronging you. Nor can you think 
this Policy falſe, When the Miſtreſſes Men viſit, 
ſhew al! their intle Arts to pleaſe them, and render 
their Company agrecable, and this for gain only, 
without Honour, without Corſcience, and without 
Love. Why then ſhould not a virtuous Woman 
ſhew as great a Defire to pleaſe her Huſband, as the 
artfal Jiles do to pleaſe their Gallants! In ſhort, 
make Home entircly eaſy to him, and by endeavour- 
ing to fix his Felicity, you will fix your own. 

Mrs. Thoughtle; was pleaſed with her Advice, my 
Lord approved it, and was ſecretly touched to the 
Soul for his Tranſgreſſions againit ſo incomparable a 
Wife, who had ad what the pete, and had more 
p—_ Charms than the Woman his falſe Friend 

ad introduced him to. When he had recollected 
himſelf, he propoſed that his Sitter ſhould _ her 
Huſband to Dinner next Day, and that his Lady 
ſhould repeat what ſhe had already ſaid, and he was 
aſſured it would have an excellent Effect. It was 
agreed on, but with this diſcreet Caution of Lady 
Amiable, that her Diſcourſe ſhould be directed to my 
Lord, to take off any Suſpicion for Mr. T houghtlefs. 

The next Day ſhe met and my Lord Amiatle 
ſaw himſelf diſcreetly attacked by his Lady for his 
real Follies, while ſhe ſeemed to take them imaginary. 
To what ſhe had ſaid before, ſhe added ſome Reflec- 
tions on the ill Choice Men of Quality made of their 
Acquaintance, among whom are the merry laughing 
Buffaons, who lead them into all the Vices of the 
Age, made the falſe Pretence to Friendſhip; at which 
Words, looking at my Lord in the moſt tender Man - 
ner, concluded: Theſe, my Lord, are wretched 

Friends, 
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Friends, who lead you into ſuch Evils; on the con- 
tracy, the Friendſhip between Man and Wife is ce- 
mented by Virtue, Love, and [ntereſt, and cannot 
be diſſolved, without deſtroying the Happineſs of 
both. Let not then, my Lord, any falle Friend 
deceive you to your Ruin. I defire a Continuance 
of your Love, only ſo long as I endeavour to deſerve 
it At thete laſt Words, my Lord, overcome 
with ſoft Reproach, flung himſelf about her Neck, 
and, amidit a thouſand Kiſſes, promiſed mutual 
Love and mutual;Happineſs. Theſe T:avi{ports were 
followed by the like in the Brother and hs Wife, who 
owned himſelf a Convert to Virtue and Matrimonial 
Love. Thus what neither Beauty nor lit could ef- 
fect, Diſcretion did: Their Lives afterwards we e] roſ- 
perous, and their Death happy. 
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The DiSHONOUR ABLE LovER; in a Letter 
to a Friend. 


| I Shall begin with telling you, my dear Friend, 


what may ſurprize you, that What have heard 
you recommend to our Sex, as the only Method to 
true Happineſs, has made me unhapp,—a Love of 
Virzue.—To explain this Riddle — I have for ſome 
Time been addrefied by a young Gentleman, in 
whom all Charms ſceinrd to meet for my undoing. 
His Converſation was genteel and engaging; bis 
Perſon form'd to pleai., but his Soul filled with 
Treachery and Hypocriſy. Such was the Man, Who 
after frequent Viſits, and conſtant Pretenſions to 
honourabl: i..ve, won ſo far upon my Affectione, 
as to make me confeſs the Etteem I had fer him. 
Scarce had he gained this Confeſſion from me, * 
this 
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this artful treacherous Creature changed the Scene. 
At the next Viſit he began a Converſation which 
ſurprized me; for he ridiculed Marriage as the In- 
vention of Prieſtcraft, an Impoſition on Mankind, 
and that true Love required no ſuch Ties. In ſhort, 
with a great deal of Gravity he would have perſuaded 
me to have yielded up my Honour. Believe me, 
Sir, this unexpected Propoſal ſtruck me with ſo much 
Horror, that I could not immediately make him any 
Anſwer; but when [| had a little recovered myſelf, I 
ſhewed ſuch a Deteſtation to his Diſcourſe, and urged 
ſuch Reaſons againſt him, that he aſked Pardon in the 
moſt ſubmitive Terms, and owned himſelf convinced 
of his Error. Pleas'd with imaginary Conqueſt, I 
Teadily forgave him. Several Days paſſed, and 
nothing bu: the moit ſolemn Proteſtations of a virtu- 
ous Love and Eſteem were uttered by him, till being 
alone with him, he endeavoured to poſſeſs by Force, 
that he could not gain by falſe Vows and falſe Argu- 
ments; but 1 was again Conqueror, and again Fool 
enough to believe him. If the moſt modeſt Behavi- 
our and tendereſt Expreſſions were a Sign of real 
Love, he for ſome Time ſhewed it, but it was only 
to introduce another Artifice, in a Manner he hoped 
would ſucceed. He own'd he thought Marriage the 
only fol:d Happineſs, and defired | would give my 
Conſent to have him. My Heart would not let me 
deny what it io much wiſh'd for, I conſented imme- 
diately, and he fix d the Day. We joined Hands, to 
make the Engagement more ſacred. But while he 
graſped mine, looking eagerly upon me, he cried in 
a tender Tone of Voice—Now, now, my Dear, we 
are in the Sight of Heaven, actually Man and Wife, 
you hate now nothing to fear on account of your Virtae ; 
for what before wo. 1 hoe bien your Diſhonour, is now 
become your Duty / +, me no longer thoſe Pleaſures 
I have now @ juſt ( a4 which [ail ever repay 
avith mutual Lov”. al Conſtancy, or may Hea- 

ver 
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den pour on me all the Curſes Here I interrupted 
him, and bid him not to call down his Vengeance 
on his Head; I ſee, Sir, ſaid I, your Defign, and that 
you are wot ſhock'd to deſire Heaven to be Witneſs to your 
Falſheod; you deſign not to marry me, for would you 
think me worthy to be your Wife, when you had found 
me Wicked enough to be yaur———what I cannot name to 
you. No, Sir, you are baſe enough to be bent on my 
Ruin, but at leaft it Rall be innocent. I have been 
aveak encugh to confeſs I loved you. I do fo; but unleſs 
you intend to perform your Promiſe, never ſee me more; 
1 ſhall bear the Pain of Iiſiug the Man I eſteem, but never 
can the Reflection of the Loſs of Virtue. On this he 
proteited his Intention {till honourable, and I ſhall 
ſoon be convinced they were. We parted; I in 
Hopes of being happy, he with a Deſign never to ſee 
me more, for the next Morning he fent me the fol- 
lowing Billet, | 


Madum, 


Your Notion of Virtue and mine don't at all 
agree; nor do your Sentiments about Marriage; 
in Complaiſance I gave up the Argument; but here 
1 ſhall take the Liberty to tell you I never intend to 
mare, therefore you'll be troubled with no more Oc- 
caſions to thew your Virtue to (once) 


Te irs, 
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FLoRIMOND o EMIL14, 


Fair One, 


F you meant laſt Night to be extremely mali- 
cious, you certainly ſucceeded; you diſtinguiſh- 
ed yourſelf by ſevere Reflections on our Sex, 

and you diſtinguiſned me by pointing all thoſe Re- 
flections againſt a very trivial Expreſſion, which 
drop'd from me by Chance. Well, Madam, you 
railed at Men, but I don't believe Mankind are much 
affected with it; you have mortified your Admirer 
merely becauſe he is ſo, is not this playing the Ty- 
rant? They ſay the late Emperor of Morocco uſed 
to threaten all the Princes of Europe, but they did 
not much regard it, becauſe they were out of his 
Reach; but when he threatned his Slaves they 
trembled like me, becauſe they were at the Tyrant's 
Mercy. You twice mentioned 4/onzo to * moſt 

uman 
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humane Lady, who put you upon declaiming : Shall 
I aſk you who that Alanzo was? Perhaps ſome 
Tale hangs by it, not unlike that which the Specta- 
tor tell us of Yarico and Ind le; but grant it is ſo, or 
worſe, it only proves that there are Monſters among 
Men, and not that Men are Monſters. You may 
doubtleſs, if yon will ranſack all your Romances 
and Novels, pick up a hundred Initances of Falſ- 
hood, Treachery and Bateneſs; but of what Uſe 
they will be to you when they are pick'd up I canner 
ſay, unleſs it would be to encourage you in the laud- 
able Project of either turning Nun abroad, or living 
an old Maid at Home, Belic:e me, Madam, Men 
of Honour think as cont-mpiibly of bad Men, as any 
of you can do; they ſcorn to undertake their De- 
fence, and therefore it is Cruelty to upbraid them 
with Stories of their Miſdeeds ; their Faults regard 


not them, why then ſkould- their Paniſhments ? 


That they are Men as well as we, is true; but that 
we are as bad as they, for that Reaſon, would be 
on odd Inference. 


The" Man to Man muſt ever be ally'd, 

As of one Maſs alike in Birth and Death; 

Still, in tzeir North, Men differ much from Men. 
So of one Matter Stones are all campos'd, 

Yet on the Gravel with Contempt wwe tread ; 
While Diamond: glitter on the Brows of Kings. 
Be it your Pride ſtiil to diſtinguiſh Warth, 

And mine to aim at Warth, that you may frixe. 


Your faithful 


Fl. oRIMONS p. 
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EMILIA to Frog I MON. 


Co Grave Sir, 


HAVE read your Epiſtle, which is indeed a very 
moral and very rational Diſcourſe ; only me- 
thinks ie is a little too ſolemn, conſidering the 

Subject was a Woman's Wit. I grant you that [ 
was a little malicious, and that it is fit you ſhould 
know ſomething of the Story of Alonzo. I would 
fain put you in good Humour, if I could; and there- 
fore I will firſt tell you the Tale, and then fay a 
Word cr two on the Occaſion of it. Laſt Summer, 
there was a fine Gentleman from Londox lodg'd in 
our Neighbourhood ; by Degrees he became known 
to ſeveral Families hereabouts, and among the reſt a 
Clergyman of my Acquaintance. The Doctor's 
eldeit Daughter was a Wit, ſhe had read whole 
Shelves full of Romances, ſpelt better than moſt of 
her Sex, and ventur'd now and then to make Verſes; 
cur Londoner, whoſe Taſte tura'd the ſame way, was 
mightily ſmitten with her To cut my Story ſhort, . 
an Amour was commenced, Billets paſſed between 
them, which were ſigned by him Alonzo, and by 
her Elvira; one of them fell into the Father's 
Hands, who thewed- it ro my Mother, and as 
Women are communicative, my ſelt and that hu- 
mane Lady, as you call her, got a Sight ef it, 
its ending I ſhall never forget; thus it ran. Our 
Fondneſi, fuuveer One, {fall at length become Lowe's 
Standard ; fo that ail future Felis jhail ſay, when they 
awould paint a Paſſiin pure and bright, They're faithful 
@: Alonzo and Elvira. 

The Doctor, who, it ſeems, did not underſtand | 
this Sort of Preaching, ſent his Daughter into Ox- | 
faraſhire, upon which Alonzo fell fo ill, * wo 

KNela- 
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Relations 8 proper to ſend for him up to Lon- 


don; but my Brother who is come from thence laſt 
Week informs me, that by the Help of the Town 
Air, and the Town Diverſions, he recovered ſo 
effectually in fix Weeks, that he compleated a Match 
his Mother had made for him with a rich Haber- 
daſher's Daughter, he had never ſeen till he came to 


Town, and this without the leaſt Enquiry after E/- 


©vira, or his Mother's Handmaid Szſannab, with 
whom he would certainly have contracted Matri- 
mony, if he had not been happily baniſhed into 
our Part of Suffolk. This, Fl:rimond, is the Story of 
Alonzo, in which I believe you will ſee nothing 
ſhining or uncommon; nothing of the Wonder- 
ful chat Eliza tells me was in the Story of the North 
Britiſh Lady, who died ſo ſtrangely on her Wed- 
ding Night ; which with a ſober Face, and a Train 
of curious Circumitances, you were pleaſed to tell 
at our Tea-Table, the Day I went with my 
Aunt to Camlriage. Indeed, Sir, it had a mighty 
happy Effect, the whole Family was full of it when 
T came home, and old Nurſe began to tell it with 
Tears, when ſhe went to conduct us to Bed; what 
View you had in fr.ghting ſo many innocent Fe- 
males | know not, but ſupp»ſing myſelf ſome way 
concerned, I confeſs my Intentions to mortify you 
t'other Night. I would not hear your Story from 
Nurſe or Harriet, ſo wiite it as you dread the 
Frown of 
Your Tyrant, 


EMILI1A. 
P. S. How well your Lines deſcribe a Woman's Life, 
Unwed a Gem, a Pebble when a Wife ! 
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FLorimMonD to EMuILIA. 


Fair On, 


N Love and in Loyalty, Obedience is always 

the beſt Expreſſion of Duty; I ſhall therefore ſend 

you the Story you pleaſe to treat me ſo ſeverely 
upon, and, in ſpite of all your Railery, am very 
well pleaſed you would not receive ic from another 
Hand Your hopeful Couſin, who is always doing 
me one good 'Furn or another, introduced a Diſ- 
courte of the unlucky Conſequence which ſome- 
times attended Breaches of Faith in Love; I am 
now perſuaded ſhe did it maliciouſly, but at that 
Time, looked upon it as an innocent and caſual To- 
pick, on which it is very poſüble I might talk with 
more than ujual Warmth. 


Words of themſelves with eaſy Current flow, 
When we diſcourſe of Things that well we know ; 
Cut hen the Heart impels, tis then they run, 
Lite Torrents over Mountains rolling down, 


Where nuch of Haſte and little Tudgment's ſhiwn. 


After this ſhort Excuſe, perhaps you will. think 
my Tale not ſo abſurd; and as to its being incredible, 
all I can ſay of it is, that I had it from the Mouth 
of a Gentleman of great Worth and Honour, who 
would not have uttered a Falſhood knowingly, as 
he muſt have done if this had been ſo. A Lady in 

cotland, of a great Family, had with the Conſent 
of her Relations promiicd Marriage to a Gentleman 
of equal Birth, and afterwards, for Reaſons beſt 
known to herſelf, broke her Promiſe, which I con- 
teive was not much for her Reputation, and hy 
; 0 A 
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broke his Heart; ſuch is the Force of manly 
Paſſions! Some Years afterwards, the Lady made 
a ſecond Promiſe, which, to ſhew ſhe would not 
be true even to Inconſtancy, ſhe kept; the Wed. 
ding was celebrated at her Father's Houſe, who 
entertained his own and the Bridegroom's Rela. 
tions, in a Dining Room under the Nuptial Bad 
Chamber; when Night was come, and the mar- 
ried Pair were put to Bed, the Company return. 
ed to this Dining Room, diſpoſed to continue 
their Mirth for ſome Hours; long they had not 
been there, before a great Noiſe was heard above; 
for ſome Time the Ladys Father would not 
ſuffer any Body to go up, but it increaſing, him- 
ſelf and another Gentleman went to the Cham. 
ber Door, and receiving no Anſwer on repeated 
Calls to the Bridegroom, they broke open the 
Door; then it was they diſcovered the moſt diſmal 
Spectacle that can be imagined, the young Gentle. 
man in ſtrong Convulſions on the Floor, the 
Lady ſetting up in her Bed with her Head leaning 
on her Arm, 45 without Life, and almoſt without 
Heat. This, Madam, is the Story as I heard it 
without Exaggeration, and leave you to judge how 
applicable it was to the Subje talked of, and what 
Right I had to bring it in. You will forgive 
me, Madam, if, after io melancholy a Relation, I 
conclude this Letter ſomewhat more gravely than 
aſual. Marriage is a very ſerious Thing, and I 
never knew any Body trifle with it, without finding 
Cauſe to repent ſuch a Conduct: This is the true 
Reaſon why I cannot be ſo gay as perhaps ſome 
other of your Admirers ; but this I — will not 


draw my Sincerity, or my good Nature into Queſ- 
tion; the former is ſeldom pointed vut by laughing, 
and the latter, when attended with Levity, 1s not 
ſa- much a good Quality as a Weakneſs, T0 I 
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know, that in all Tempers I am, and always 
ſhall be, 
Your devoted Servant, 


FiorR1tMOND. 


SEMIN 


Two LETTERS; the firſt from a dying Wife 
to a wicked, dijſclute, and barbarous Huſ- 
Band; the other from à young unmarried 
Laay, in her laſt Moments, to her Lover, 


My Dear, 


S I employed every Moment of my Life to 
2 you, I am ſtill willing to employ my 
aſt in what I am aſſured will give you a ſenſi- 

ble Pleaſure; that is, to tell you that I have not 
many more to live, Even while I write, I expect 
Death would render my Letter imperfe& ; but if he 
{ſuffers me to write three Lines more, I'll meet him 
with Courage and Reſignation You will now 
expect Reproaches from me, and juſily you may 
expect them; but I have too much Gencroſity, 
too much Love, and too much Religion to make 
you ſuch a Return. No, my Dear, I forgive you 
from my Soul; and only delire, that as you never 
paid any Regard to my former Wiſhes, yet you 
would to my laſt. I conjure you then tor your own 
Welfare, to abandon what will prove your Ruin: 
Seek a virtuous Wife, and make up in her the Loſs 
of your 


Lavinia. 


Stk, 


7 
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1 Anſwer to your kind Enquiry, I think myſelf 
obliged to tell you, that [ this Morning ſent for 
my Phyſician and Apothecary, who, at my earneit 
Reque t, have been ſo ſincere as to tell me, that their 
Skill and Medicines can be of no farther Service to 
me: I have often experienced their Judgment, and 
my preſent Weakneſs confirms their Opinion; and I 
am ſatisfied my Life is almoſt at an End. I may 
now, in ſuitice to) our Merits (tho' perhaps not ne- 
ceſſary to tell you) confeſs how much I have eſteem- 
ed your Perſon, and reverenced your Virtues; and 
believe, the Regard you have profeſſed for my Per- 
ſon was ſincere; ſince neither my Fortune, nor future 
Expectations, were equal to yours. "Tis for this 
Reaſon, Sir, I return you my Thanks and your 
Letters, and aſſure you, that none but my own Eyes 
have ever ſeen them; and that, if I am not deprived 
of my Reaſon, the Secret ſhall die with me. I have 
been ſo long inur'd to the Thoughts of dying, that 
they are grown familiar to me, and have prevented 
my laying any impracticable Schemes in this Life. 
And have likewiſe given me Time to reflect, and 
repent of many Crimes, many Follies, and many 
Inadvertencies which in my perfe& Health appeared 
very inconſiderable. [ have took my Leave of all 
Friends, except one faichful Attendant, who has 
proiniied not to leave me, till my Eyes are cloſed 
for ever. May you live, Sir, long and happy, 
and in your lait Moments enjoy a firm and well- 
grounded Hope of future Happineſs, with as much 
Serenity of Mind, as that which is the preſent Condi- 
tion of 
Your fixcere and faithful Friend, 


SABINTA, 


A 
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ALETTER from an Attorney on the Circuit, 
to his Miſtreſs in Town, 


My dear Charmer, 


HE Circuit is now at an End, and the Judges 

and Lawyers on their Return home; but no 
Felon ſentenced at the Aſſizes to Tranſportation, 
eould have been in a more wretched PJight than your 
humble Servant; for I can ſafely make Afidavit, 
that each Day I behold not your lovely Face, is to me 
a Dies non, Cupid the Tipſtaff has ſerv'd me with 
an Attachment from your bright Eyes, more dread- 
ful than a Green wax Proceſs; he has taken my 
Heart into Cuſtody, and will not accept of Bail; 
unleſs you allow of my Plea, I muſt be non-ſuited 
in a Cauſe I have ſet my Heart on. Why will you, 
while I pine in Hopes of a ſpeedy Rejoinder, han 
me up Term after Term, by frivolous Delays, whic 
tend only to gain Time? 

I find my Bill of laſt Michae/mas Term on the 
Morrow of All. Soul, in Hopes e'er this to have 
joined Iſſue with ?you; it is now fifteen Days from 
Eafter-duy, and by your demurring I am as far from 
bringing my Cauſe to a Hearing, as before I com- 
menced my Suit; you ſtill delay putting in your 
Anſwer, which is abſolutely againſt the Practice of 
all Courts: I would willingly quit the fatteſt Client 
there, to attend your Buuneis, would you but ſubmit 
to a Reference; and ſhould prefer an Attendance at 
your Chambers to thoſe of a Maſter in Chancery. 

I ſtand in great Need of an able Council to move 
my Suit while I am abſent. That fly Slut Dolly, 
our Chamber-maid, has taken my Fee, yet 1 fear 
trays my Cauſe ; ſhe is ever preferring ſome Croſs. 
bill which protracts Matters, and yet I do not = in 
or me 
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Firma paufperis, being ready and 1 to feoff you 


Jointure; and to this I will bind myſelf, my Heirs, 
Executors, Adminiſtrators and Aſſigns, by a Deed 
in which you ſhall nominate Truſtees. 
To ſave Expence, my Clerk ſhall engroſs it, and 
it ſhall be peruſed by your own Lawyer it being left as 
a Quere, how vaſtly preferable the Title ot a Feme 
covert, is to that of a Spinſter; but you will anſwer 
ſhort to all my interlocutory Interrogatories: If I 
could but once obtain a leading Order to try my Ti- 
tle, by even a Jury of your fown Friends, I am 
certain I ſhould obtain a Verdict in my Favour, and 
recover Coſts againſt you; for I have a good Action 
for Attendance, and Loſs of Time, tho' upon the 
Poſtea, I do not think I could find in my Heart to 


iſſue a Ca. Sa. againſt you, or put you into any _. 


Court but that of Hymer. 

You have Equity in your own Breaſt, and from 
thence I hope for Relief, Decree but for me, and 
the Day of Eſſoign ſhall be that of your own Nup- 
tials, and the Eve of the laſting Felicity of, Dear 
Creature, 


Your humble Supplicant, 
And faithful Orator, xc. 


From 
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From a LookinGc-GLASsSs. 


To the beautiful ANGELICA. 


Madam, 


Have enjoyed the Honour of ſerving your Lady- 

ip ſome Years, during which Time you have 
been pleaſed to favour me with evident Marks of 
your Eſteem, and a Familiarity that none of your 
other Uzen/ils can boaſt of, 4 many of them 
my Betters by far; as therefore I have eiu, you 
to yourſelf ſo often, and been ſo happy always to 
have my Fidelity approved of by your Lady/oip, I 
hope you will pardon my Bolaneſi, in taking this 
Method to diſcover to you ſome Failings in your- 
ſelf, which my Surface cannot properly repreſent. 
If I may preſume to ” ſo, Madam, you conſult me 
much co often, and J am confident, it would be 
better for you, if you was to be a greater Stranger 
to me: How many thouſand Times muſt you be 
told, that you are hand/eme # I aſſure you of it 
every Day, but you will not be ſatisfied, unleſs I tell 
you fo every Hour, nay, almoſt every Moment, —— 
J cannot lie; your Perſon is exceeding amiable; but 
4 mult at the ſame Time, inform your Ladhyſbip, 
with my uſual Sincerity, that you would be infinitely 
more agreeable, if you did not think it ſo, Conſider, 
Madam, I beſeech you, that if you come to me 
ten thouſand Times a Day, I cannot make you 
a bit the better or the handiomer: But ſhall certainly 
deſtroy one of the fineſt Ornaments of Beauty, by 
rendering you too well acquainted with your own 
Perfections. Whenever you ſtand before me, with 
all your Charms ſet forth to the beſt Advantage, I 


perceive you are apt to w:ewv zourſelf with too Fa. 
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Pleaſures, and grow proud and conceited of your 
own Beauty; which, in Time, will make other 
People deſpi/e ny you; and therefore I honeſt- 
and ingenuouſly intreat you to avoid my Compeny ; 
for, — muſt — that the — Enemy 
the fair Ones have, can't do them fo much Prejudice 
as I their chief Favourite. It grieves me to the Heart 
to find it ſo, and often puzzles me extremely to ac- 
count for their Fonangſi of me, when I ſo continually 
do them Miſchief: —— Whether it be, as 2 witty 
Gentleman once ſaid of me, from my Talent of caſting 
Reflections; or whether it be from the large 
Quantity of Qui ,t which belongs to me, and 
without which I am uſeleſs as well as innocent; for 
as the Learned obſerve, Madam, Mercury is highly 
prejudical to your Sex, either when there is too 
much of it in the Compoſition of a fair Lady, or when 
it is uſed externally as an Help to Beauty: As, ia the 
former Caſe, it is generally the Cauſe of exc:/fwe 
Levity, fo, in the latter it is always obſerved to hue 
the Eyes, and deface thoſe Charms which it is deſign- 
ed to % and improve: Or whether my gaz/y- 
gilded Frame is too apt to infect the Mind of the 
Beholder with Yanity:;——Or, laſtly, whether it be 
trom the Britileneſi of my other Materials, which by 
a kind of Sympathy, affects People who are too 
frequently converſant with From whatever 
Cauſe it proceeds, a Lady who has a fine Face, 
might almoſt as well fall into the Small Pox, as be 
too often in my Company. How many charming Crea- 
tures have I ſpoiled, and made Beauty the greateſt 
Mi fortune that could befal them: I can't think 
on't without Concern; why am I fated to be thus 
unlucky, and injure thoſe the molt that love me beſt? 

—aAlasI— Why was I made a Looking-gla/s ?*— 
Was it my Deſire to be cover d with Szver, and 
incloſed in a Frame of Gold? Did I aſpire to be 
fixed in this honourable Place, aud become a Lady's 
F Favourite? 
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Favourite p Oh! that I had been ſome meaner 
Piece of Furniture! leſs reſpected, and leſs miſchie v- 
ous! Keep off, dear Madam, I beſeech you, from 
an unhappy Thing, which Deſtiny makes pernicious 
to the lovelieſt Creature under Heaven: Or I ſhall 
ſoon infe&t you with the worſt Di/eaſe incident to 


„and that is, Yazity;—I am, 'tis true, a 
uſeful Servant, if employed only when I ought to be, 
which is /e/dom; but if a Lady grows ſo fond of me, 
that ſhe runs to aſk my Opinion of every Look; if ſhe 
conſult n forty Times for once that ſhe goes to her 
Prayer-Book or Bible, I ſhall certainly prove much 
more hurtful to her than Age or Uglines, I beg, 
Madam, that you'll interpret what your poor Servant 
ſays, to proceed wholly from Reſpe& and Love for 
you. The tender Regard I have for your Ladybip, 
together with ſome Symptoms I lately have diſcovered, 
make me fearfi/ for you. I dread the Apprehen- 
fion of bringing Contempt on ſo grod a Miſtreſi, and 
would not for the World be the Occaſien of your 
loſing any one Grace of a fne Woman;——no! 
rather let me broken into a thouſand Pieces! I am 
not without Fear of giving Offence by the Freedom I 
have taken; but though you baniſh me your Preſence, 
I cannot forbear ſpeaking, in a Cale where your 
Laqhſbip's Good ſeems ſo much concerned; and 
indeed, if what I dread ſhould come to paſs, it 
would be better for us both to part for ever 
Better for you to be without my Service, than ſuffer 
by it; and better for me to loſe my Lach, and be 
thrown into a Corner, than remain where I am, and 
be acceſſary and inſtrumental in ſpoiling as much 
Swweetneſs and Beauty as ever Looking-Glaſi had the 
happineſs to ſhew. I am, Madam, 


With the moſt dutiful Reſpe, 
Your moſt faithful and 
devoted humble Servant, 
The PaRLOUR LooxincG-GLass. 
From 
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dec NSNS 


From an AUNT ts her NiEcE. 


Occaſianed by a Duel between two Friends on 
her Account. 


N1tcs, 


T. was with Horror that I received the publick 
Notice of a late dreadful Event; but what 
Words can expreſs my Senſations, when your 

Uncle, this Morning, informed me that you were the 
Occaſion of it? To ſee you after ſuch an Incident 
is impoſſible : I think nature at my weak Period, 
could not ſupport me under it: To write to you 
I had once thought unneceſſary, and to no Purpoſe ; 
but when I recolle& the real Terrors of your Situ- 
ation, the imperfet, and unequal Senſe you may 
too probably have of it, and the Importance and 
Neceſſity of your Eyes being thoroughly opened to 
it, I cannot think I do my Duty to God and you, if 
I omit any little Aſſiſtance in my Power towards it. 
Cood Heavens! Is this the Heart that I have la- 
boured, from it's Infancy, to train in the Paths of 
Virtue, of Candour, and of ingenious Honelty ! 
Are theſe the Fruits of eighteen Years Endeavours 
to form one Woman ſuch as her Nature had de- 
fign'd her! But I ſubmit : Our Actions are in our 
Power, but not the Events of them. Impoſſible as it 
was for me to foreſee a Cataſtrophe of ſuch Hor- 
ror as this, I have often warned you againſt that 

F 2 miſchiev- 
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miſchievous Weakneſs, that Vanity which has oc- 
cafioned it. Happier, innocenter Women may be 
told how difingenious it is to ſuffer Hopes in two 
Perſons, which can only be accompliſhed to one 
of them; or how ſuperior the real Honour that at- 
tends on a candid Declaration of their Thoughts 
to one Man, is to the imaginary Glory of being 
followed by twenty; you muſt for ever ſerve as a 
dreadful Example, that what they flatter themſelves 
1s at the worſt chargeable with no higher a Cenſure 
than that of Levity and Impertinence, is Murder, 
If the Laws of God declare, that he who but hates 
his Brother awithaut Cauſe, is a Murd.rer ; if the Laws 
of our Land, when obeyed to the Letter, admit no 
Acceſſariss in this Crime, but underſtand and puniſh 
all who but look on without preventing the fatal 
Stroke, as Murderers, in what Light muſt Conſcience, 
that moſt equitable, that impartial Enquirer into our 
Actions, repreſent you to yourſelf, who have acted 
as if you hated to Death the Man whom you profeſſed 
to love, whom not to have loved would have been 
criminal in you; and who have, inſtead of looking 
on to ſee the Blow, furniſhed the Sword that gave 
it! You are indeed, in the Loſs of a Man you 
doated on, a Man, who would have been the Author 
of a Life of Happineſs to you, juſtly puniſhed for 
the tormenting him with a Rival ; and that Rival 
with Expectations which you know would never 
be made good to him: But you are a ſingle Figure 
only in the Grcupe of Mourners, whom this Ac- 
cident has connected in the ſame Scene of Miſery. 
Had not the unhappy Victim to your Folly a Right 
to many Years of Happineſs? And what Title 
had you, to whom he offered an equal Share of the 
Enjoyment of them, to rob him of the Whole? It 
is worthy his generous, his unhappy Uncle (I know 
what ſuch a Relation muſt feel by what myſelf ſuffer 
while I am writing this) had not he a he $52 cas 
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Nature ſuffered it, to enjoy the Bleſſings which he 
had in a great Meaſure been the Source of, to this 
Object of his paternal Care and Affection? And 
of whom is he to complain but of you, that he is 
robbed of fo juſtifiable, ſo worthy ExpeQaations ? 
Theſe are of the Number of the Wretches you have 
made; but theſe perhaps the leaſt ſo. To be dead, 
is Happineſs to the State of that trembling Wan- 
derer, who would at this Inſtant give up you, ten 
thouſand worthier than you, to be reſtored to that 
Peace, that irrecoverable Tranquillity, he before 
enjoyed from the only true Source of it, from In- 
nocence ; who now muſt dread the Officers of juſ- 
tice every Hour of the Day; muſt ſee them every 
Moment of the Night; and muſt almoſt wiſh to be 
plunged into the Certainty of his Fate, to avoid 
the Terror of it. Caſt your Eyes to the Bed of 
Sickneſs, preſſed by the languid Parent of this 
Wretch; labouring againſt the united Efforts of Ill- 
neſs and Infirmities to live, ignorant that he has a 
Scene to be informed of, which even his beſt Friends, 
while they conceal it from him, think it would 
be Happineſs for him to die, inſtead: of hearing! 
The Friends of the unhappy Dead look up to 
Heaven for Juſtice, and ſeek after the Fugitive for 
Vengeance ! Friends, Foes, nay, Heaven itſelf, 
malt look on you as the ſole Cauſe of all this Wretch- 
edneſs which ſo many, beſides him, who has, by his 
own Raſhneſs, incurred it, are doomed to by this 
fatal Incident. Conſider it, you Child! In all it's 
Circumſtances: See it, my unhappy Niece! In theſe 
it's blackeſt Colours! Flatter not yourſelf, that your 
not foreſeeing this Event of your Behaviour, can 
wipe off your Portion in the Crime that has attended 
it! Tho' human Juſtice, unequal in its Diitributions 
of Puniſhments, as well as of Rewards, has no 
Demand on you: Suppoſe not the Cauſe can be over- 
looked at the Tribunal of Heaven, while the Effects 

are 
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are puniſhed ! What's over is not to be recalled; 
But happy are you; who have the Means of For- 
giveneis left to you; you have a Life for Contri- 
tion; who have Afurance of a Pardon, in Conſe- 
quence of Repentance; but who can never repent, 
unleſs you ſee your Fault in its true Colours, Call 
me cruel if you pleaſe, in this let the World call 
me ſo, let them tel! me I am rigid to the Un- 
happy, let them ſay 1 added Affliction to the Af- 
flicted; I know the Integrity of my own Heart, 
I am convinced of the Uprightneſs of my Inten- 
tions, I love you more than they can who ſhall 
tell you ſo; and, if I am ſevere, be moſt aſſu- 
red it is but in Kindneſs to you, I but enlarge the 
Wound, which no other Means can heal; and 
which, if you negle& the Danger which its falſe 
Appearance might diſguiſe to you, would be fatal 
to you to all Eternity! I expect no Reply; I deſire 
no Proteſtations of your Innocence, or Account of 
your Intentions : Your future Life is the only rati- 
onal Anſwer to this Letter, Heaven grant I may be 
informed by that, of the Service theſe Admonitions 
have done you, and I regard not how you receivce - 


them now. 
Jan, &c. 9 


® This Letter is no ways relating to the unhappy 
Affair between Mr. Paul and Mr. Dalton. The 
Editor having placed in it this Collection with no 
other View, L to lay before his fair Readers the 
fatal Effects of receiving the Addreſſes of two Gen- 
tlemen at once, let their Intentions be ever ſo Inno- 
cent, which is exemplified in the following Story. 
The unfortunate Fide/ia, the beſt, the ſofteit, and 
the faireſt of her Sex, is even now on the Brink of 
Diſtraction. Her Perplexity is beyond all Example, 
and indeed the Occaſion of it very extraordinary. 
It is now three Years and upwards ſince two young 
Gentlemen 
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Gentlemen of Birth and Fortune, who had lived 


together in the ſtricteſt Friendſhip, became Rivals 
on her Account, both ſo equally merited her Eſteem, 
that for ſome Time ſhe knew not on which to beſtow 
her Love; the one was of an open Behaviour, warm 
in his Pretenſions, but not over conſtant in his Ap- 
lication ; the other cloſe, aſſiduous and importunate ; 
— it happened, ſhe was at laſt determined in 
Favour of the latter; and with a Heart never before 
engaged in an Affair of this Kind, gave at once into 
all the Softneſſes and Endearments of it. Polydore 
(if I may fo call the neglected Lover) now found 
himſelf but coldly received: Yet with an unexpected 
Evenneſs of Temper, continued ſtil} to viſit her, 
upon the foot of a Friend, a Platonick, or what 
elſe ſhe would pleaſe to call him, In the mean Time, 
the Father of Caſtalio, his Rival, had ſome Intima- 
tion given him of his Intrigue, and that he intended 
to marry Fidelia, whoſe Fortune, tho” better than Six 
Thouſand Pounds, was by no means anſwerable to 
what he propoſed for his Son. Without taking any 
farther Notice, he ſent for him, and having a conſt- 
derable Eſtate at Fort St. George in the Eaſ Indies, 
made the Care of that a Pretence for diſpatchin 
him thither. In ſhort, Fiaelia and he were fore 
to part, with a Flood of Tears, and the uſual Vows 
to each other; two Years almoſt paſt before any thing 
was heard of him, then came the News of his 
Death, confirmed by ſo many Hands, and ſuch 
particular Circumſtances, that there was no Room 
to doubt of the Truth of it. Pofydore all this while 
had gone on in the ſame Road of an innocent Ac- 
quaintance with her; and as the ever preſerved a good 
Reſpect for him, now under her Affliction ſhe found 
the Uſe of his Friendſhip Who could ſo properly con- 
dole with her the Loſs of Ca/ffako, as the Man who 


had loved him beyond his own Quiet and Happineſs ? 


Ta whom could the ſo freely communicate her Grief,. 
| a3 


- Crown of my Head to the Sole of my Foot: That 
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as to one who knew her Weakneſs, and had long 


ſince forgiven her the eruelleſt Effects of it? Thus, 
by mingling their Sorrows, they fell inſenſibly into 
a Tenderneſs for each other. His Flame revived 
with greater Violence than ever, and ſhe on a ſudden 
wonder'd at the Progreſs ſhe had made, before ſhe 
well knew where ſhe was. Conſidering herſelf as a 
kind of a Widow, ſhe reſolved to continue ſuch till 
a Twelvemonth was expired. She did ſo, and hav- 
ing appointed her Wedding-Day, juſt as ſhe was 

ing out, ſhe was met by Caſtalio, at the Door; 
in the midſt of Joy and Confuſion, ſhe flew to him, 
and faiited in his Arms, what Meaſures can be taken 
in this Affair? Polydore like a Madman walks the 
Streets with his Sword drawn, and in Caſe he is 
diſappointed, threatens Deſtruction to all about him. 
Caflalio bewails Fidelia and himſelf, commiſerates his 
Friend, and upbraids his Father that had intercepted 
his Letters, and purchaſed of ſeveral ri/&men the 
Report of his Death. 


KKNXEKKREKKKEKEKKKE 
An odd Reaſon for Love, 


Mapa, 


HERE may have been other Men, perhaps 
beſides myielf, who have fallen in Love with 
a Woman they did not know; but for a dan 


to do it for no other Reaſon than her declaring 


againſt him, is, I believe, an Honour that has been 
reſerved for your humble Servant. They tell me, 
Madam, you are ſo far from liking me yourſelf, 
that you will not believe any Body elſe c in: That 
you find nothing agreeable in my Perion, from the 
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for my Wit, (for every body, Madam, carries ſome- 
what about them which they call Wit) it is all Affec- 
tation: That I am an Abſtract of Vanity: That I 
am ſo much in Love with myſ:1f, that it is impoſſible 
for me to be ſo with any body elſe. Theſe Things, 
Madam, that might have put ſome People into Anger, 
have put me into Love: For as thoſe who are natu- 
rally peeviſh, will be angry at People, let them 
endeavour never ſo much to pleaſe them, ſo we 
who are naturally amorous, cannot avoid being 
in Love with a Lady, let her take never ſo 
much Pains to anger us. And, indeed, Madam, 
did People ground their Paſſions upon Reaſon, you 
have given me one of the moſt reaſonable Cauſes to 
love you in the World: For as there is no Man of 
Wit but knows himſelf to be a Fool, ſo he ought to 
have an Opinion of their Judgments, who find it 
out as well as himſelf. It is reported as an Inſtance 
of the Bravery of the .Gmazons, that they would never 
marry a Man till they had fought with him firit, and 
if he beat em very much, he might expect to be 
loved very much by them. Now [, Madam, who 
pun as great a Veneration fer Wit, as the Amazons 
ad for Courage, cannot have { good a Reaſon for 
Love, as your having cxciciſed you Wit upon me: 
Tho' it is poſſible you may attribute my Paſſion to 
another Cauſe, and as you think I love nothing be- 
ſide myſelf, may have {ome Kindneſs for you, be- 
cauie you are never like to be my Rival; however, 
aſluie yourſelf, Madam, it is no ſuch thing, but 
knowing the Worſt you can ſay of me to be true, 
and having a natural Affection for Truth, Wit, and 
Women, (you will think a Man a very general Lover, 
that can love Truth, Wit, and Women at the ſame 
Time) I mult needs be infinitely in Love with you, 
in whom I find 'em altogether. Be not however 
deluded into a better Opinion of me, by ERP 
y 
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body can ſay; for as it is only your hating me that 
makes me love you, as ſoon as that ceaſes, I am 
afraid my Love will do ſo too. As you therefore 
value my Kindneſs, take heed of having any for me; 
and ſatisfy yourſelf, that as long as you continue to 
think me a filly, idle, coneeited Fop, I ſhall continue 
to be, with all the Paſſion imaginable, 


Mapan, 


Yaurs, &c. 


D. R. 
CCC 


To a Maſqu'd Lady. 
Madam, 


H O' I doubt not, Madam, but you have 

made the moſt conſiderable Conqueſts under 

the Sun, yet give me Leave to ſay, You never 
made any ſo extraordinary as this before: You have 
ſubdued, without the Conqueror's common Vanity, 
of making yourſelf known, and have gain'd the moſt 
abſolute Vary in the World, without ſo much as 
unſheathing your Face. I, who never knew a Wo- 
man could overcome me, am now overcome by I 
know not who: And can both boaſt of the greateſt 
Paſſion, and greateſt Faith in Nature together: The 
ſeeing you, whieb is the Reaſon of other People's 
Love, might, for ought I know, deſtroy mine; for 
I have rais'd Ideas of you, to which it is very dif- 
ficult for any thing in Nature to arrive. I imagine 
you the moſt charming Creature in the VI 
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and at the ſame Time fancy you to be ſome what 
more than I imagine. I have dreſſed you up in all 
the moſt different Shapes of Nature. In whatever 
you appear, it has always been the moſt amiable : 
And after having ſuppoſed yon Maid, Wife, and 
Widow by Turns, I find I can love you infinitely, 
be you any one of them. Did I know in which 
State you were, I would certainly make Love to all 
of it, till I arrived at you; and for Want of that, I 
am forced to confine myſelf to Womankind. I leave 
it to your own Conſcience, Madam, whether you 
you can leave the moſt conſtant Lover in Nature in 
this Condition ; tho', if it feel no Remorſe for the 
laſt Diſappointment, I ſhall very hardly ever truft it 
more. Yet however extravagant my Paſſion is, do 
not apprehend that I ſhould make any malicious 
Reflections on you to the World; let my other 
Virtues be what they will, my Fidelity is unqueſti- 
onable: And aſſure yourſelf, there is no Man 
breathing leſs apt to tell a Secret that he does not 
know, than, | 
MavDau, 
Yaurs, &c? 


Wit againſt Writ. 


Sin, 

OR Friend I can hardly call you, ſince under 
that Diſguiſe, you have done me one of the 
greateſt Injuries in the World; and it is in 

vain for me to guard my Territories againſt the ma- 
licious Deſigns of Enemies and Rivals; when you, 
whom I never took for either, have more prejudiced 

me in an Amour, than they could with all their 


Forces together, But that I may not condemn you 


withous 
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without a Cauſe, nor conclude you guilty till I hear 
what you can ſay in your own Juſtification, I will 
give you a plain Account of the Buſineſs. Meeting 
one of the Ladies laſt Night, with whom I am in 
Love, fhe began a Diſcourſe of Lovers, wherein ſhe 
ſhewed the many Inconveniencies that attended the 
having a Man of Wit in that Capacity. I, who do 
not naturally love to diſpute with a fair Lady (eſpe- 
cially in a Cauſe where I thought myſelf no more con- 
cern'd than if ſhe had talk'd of Jews or Mahometan:) 
agreed with her in all ſhe ſaid ; when ſhe turned 
briſkly upon me, and told me for that Reaſon a 
Woman mutt have a Care of having any Thing to 
do with me. I told her that was acting after the 
Manner of ſome late Judges ; call a Thing Treaſon 
without Law, and then hang a Man for it without 
Proof: That I appealed to all the World for my 


Innocence in the Matter, and defied my greateſt 


Enemies to bring any Evidence of my 7 She 
told me ſhe had it from ſuch a one, who had it from 
another ; and that, in fine, the original Author of 
this Calumny was yourſelf. Now tho' I grant you 
that ſome People might have laid ſuch a Thing as 
this to your Charge out of Inadvertency ; yet I can 
hardly believe a Man of your Prudence to have done 
it upon that Account. You who very well know, 
that to commend a Man for a Wit to the Women, 
is like commending him for a good Proteſtant to 
the Fathers of the Inquiſition ; and he that _— 
ed me an Eunuch among them, could not do it 
upon a more malicious. Account. They love a 
tame, eaſy, | pros gg Fool, and fancy all Wits 
ill natured and proud: Have not you often told me 
ſo? And after that to put me upon them for one ! 
Well, Sir, I am a Gentleman ; nor ſhall I paſs by 
ſuch a Thing as this without Satisfaction. I expect 
therefore you ſhould. either give it me under your 
Hand, that you never ſaid any Thing of me, or it 

you 
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you really faid it, that you ſhould go immediately 
to the Perſon to whom you did it, and aſſure them 
you were miſinformed in the Thing, and that to 
your Knowledge Vreland itſelf never bred a more 
tame eaſy Fool than | am; for here lies the greateſſ 
Danger, I have a Rival of that Country, and you 
know how difficult it is to ſucceed in a Conteſt with 
one of them, when Want cf Wit to give is the Pre- 


ference. After all, methinks, if you would be hearty 


in the Thing, you may bring me out of theſe Diffi- 
culties ; I know you have Wit enough to convince 
them that I have none; and if the worſt, it is but 
carrying you to them to ſhew the Difference. In 
that Hopes, I reſume the Title of, 


Naur, &c. 
W. W. 


To & Lady in the Country, who <xvas going ta 
be married. 


Madam, 


FTER having written you 2 Letter upon 
A your firſt going down, I have never dar'd te 
venture one ſince, leſt I ſhould be miſtaken 

in my Addreſs; and, for ought I know, to write to 
you now by the Title of Mrs , may be as un- 
Civil as to treat the King with the Title of Prince of 
Orange. However, Madam, blame not me for it, 
ſince we are in perfect Ignorance of the Matter. 
We had very poſitive News one while of your being 
married; and as poſitive after, that it was not yet 
done ; which ſome here took, I can aſſure you, for 
a great Act of Mercy. Half a Dozen Sparks of 
G your 
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your Acquaintance have provided themſelves either 
with Love ſongs, or Epithalamiums, to ſend you as 
Occaſion ſhall require, without being yet able to 
know which would be more proper: And here are 
Half a Dozen more who have had Halters about their 
Necks ever ſince the Report of your going to be 
married, for they are reſolved to be ready upon the 
firſt Notice, that the fame Poſt which brings the 
News of your Wedding, may carry back that of 
their Deaths. Tis true, Madam, I took the Bold. 
neſs to adviſe em not to be over haſty in the Affair, 
lince they might do it afterwards at their own Con- 
venience ; and Experiments of this Nature were dif- 
ficult enough to correct, when they were once ill 
done, But all I cculd ſay was in van; they are 
prom in the Matter, and Half a Dozen of the 
andſomeſt Trees in the Park, are mark'd out for the 
Execution. I muſt confeſs, I endeavoured to divert 
'em as much as I could from chooſing that Place, 
for the Benefit of the Company that walks there; I 
told em it was cor:trary to all Precedent to make uſe 
of Elms or Lime-trecs, ſince the Willow had, Time 
out of Mind, been reſerved for that Uſe; and that a 
Lover who did not hang himſelf according to Form, 
had as good never hang himſelf at all. They an- 
ſwered me very ſurlil/ (tho' very truly too I muſt 
own) that it was not my Buſineſs: That it was a 
very hard Cale People might not hang themſelves 
without aſking my Leave; and as they would not 
hinder me whenever I was going about ſuch a 
Thing, ſo they took it very ill that 1 ſhould pretend 
to hinder them. I mult confeſs, Madam, I could 
ſay very little in the Caſe; and you may believe I 
had no great Mind to enter upon a Quarrel with 
People in their Circumſtances ; but I thought the 
acquainting you with it, was a Duty that became, 


Taurs, &c. 


W. W. 
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ESSEN ANNE 


Puracn to his Daughter Suual, Anno 
Mundi, 1 500. 


HOU beſt beloved of all my Daughter: 
Ovſerve the Pr-.ep:5 of thy Father: Learn 
Wiſzom from his Experience. Though, like the 

Cedars planted at my Nativity, thou art now in 
the full Blaam of Youth and Beauty, and haſt ſeen but 
ene hundred end fifty Years; yet, betimes conſider, 
that 7524 wert bern to die, and muſt like them, decay 
and pei.ih, and return to Dult. How Hort is 
Lie What are ſeven or eight hundred Years, 
which fezv exceed, if no Accident cut them off be- 
fore! And to what numerous Accidents is Life ex- 
poi:d ' Thy Mather died in bearing 2hee, juſt in her 
Py ne and Vigoaur, when ſhe had ſcarce reach'd four 
B. rdved Years ; of ant hundred and ſixty Children which 
be left me, out ninety now remain; the ref are all 
as if they had never been. Remember this; and in 
Youth be mindful of thy Duty to that invwi/ible and 
uncreate4 Being, who, after this tranſitory Exiſtence, 
can make thee /ve for evermore.-— Let not the Flat- 
teries of Mes (well thee up with Fanity and Pride, nor 
believe them when they call thy Charms :mmortal, 
They tell ee what is not; a little while, aſſuredly, 
will prove them Lian; for nothing more certainly 

takes its Flight than Beauty. Many whom now thou 

ſeeſt decayed and withered, not above two or three 

bundred Years ago, were as thou art now, admired and 

courted, Learn then, from them, what hau ſhalt be; 
ang fince Beauty will not continue, improve thy Mind 

with Piety and Virtue: Thus ſhalt thou be al» :ys 

ch. - My Days paſt are eight hundred and twemy 

G 2 Years, 
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Years, and ſoon I mult lie aus in Darkneſs with 
my Fathers Exoru, Srpruos and Anpanan, 
the unbegotten and firſt of Men. The Earth aroſe 
from Choas but fifteen hundred Years ago, and yet all 
theſe are dead: I too muſt follow, and you mult do 
the ſame. Every Thing I ſee informs me of Mor- 
tality ; Trees planted at my Bir/h are long ago con- 
verted into Duſt: Marble hewn from the hard 
Rocks, and Me ali taken from the Mine, in my Re. 
membrance, are zz out and mouldered quite away: 
Houſes have been thrice rebuilt fince I laid their firſt 
Foundations: Mountains are ſunk into Vallies, and 
River; have changed their Cow/e within my Memory. 
Nothing can ws. cg tor ever, but he who had no 
Being. Mankind muſt be caſt again in the Womb of 
Nature, as well as Stones and Metall, at preſent 
thou art young and beautiful ; but Age and Death muſt 
come. Of this be always mindful, and puff not u 

thyſelf with Pride, nor walte thy Days in Folie; 


for Time can never be recalled ; once gane tis gone for 
eVermare. 


PuLAacu. 


I doubt not my gentle Readers will believe it ex- 
ceeding ſtrange, that People who lived almoit a /hou- 
ſand Years, ſhould make adh about the Ce of Time, 
and alt of dying ; whereas our Beaux and Modern 
Ladies (though Lite is tend to one tenth Part) 
find more oft on their Hands than they well know 


w..1t to do with, and /quander it azcay as if they 


were to live for ever. 
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The Old Man, his Son, and his Aſs. 


my wo K F 


| NCE ona Time, an honeſt CLowx, 
| Attended by his only Sow, 

Along the Road together pals, 

As they to Market drove their Aſs. 

A Plowman working by, —to jeer 

The Coupie—thus began ;—1 ſwear, 

Here's Schoolmaſters! how great they walk ? 
Their Scholar fee before them ſtalk! + 
Folks of leis Wit than they poſleſt, 

| Would certainly have rid their Beaſt. 

| Piqu'd at the ſnecring Plowinan's Whim, 


The Oll Man takes his So, ſo ſlim; 
And ſet him up —A Moument after 
A Paſſenger remark'd, with Laughter, 
| That twas a Thing g good Senſe beſide, 

For Men to walt, and Boys to ride, 
So far thi; Stranger pulh'd his Jeſt, 
The Boy was bid eo quit che Beait; 
| Up then the Jol: * Pealant got, 
And to the neigho ring Towa they trot, 

G 3 'T was 
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Twas Holiday, and People ſtore, 

Were in the Streets, and at each Door; 
And as the Couple paſs d— they ſaid, 
That ſwinging Booby mult be mad, 

To ride himſelf, —and let his Child, 

With ſuch a dirty Road be toil'd. 

To eaſe his Son, the Man inclin'd, 

Bid him,—on this,—get up behind. 

Strait from the Boy the People paſs 

To pitying next, the bending A/; 

See! ſee! the Creature pants for Breath! 
Theſe Brutes,—cry they, —will be its Death. 
The Bumpkin's now at his Wit's End, 
Himſelf and 's Son at once deſcend; 

Flat on his Back they lay their Foal, 

Tie his four Feet, —and then a Poll, 

Paſs through,—next on their Shoulders take, 
The Load,—and thus their Journey make. 
At this the Boors,—a noiſy Rout, 

Follow in Crouds,——and laugh and ſhovt, 
Th' Old-one {well'd,—and as they paſs 

A Bridge, he o'er it threw his 4%½; 
Chooſing to loſe the unlucky Beaſt, 
Rather than be a Village Jeſt. 


„He who for gen'ra/ Praiſe ſhall ſue, 
„ Deceives Hime, and pleaſes few. 


The GARDENER Gnd the SNAIL. 


Gard'ner once, at early Day, 

Walk'd forth his Fruit- trees to ſurvey; 
But long he had not look'd around, 
E'er on a Peach a Snail he found; 
The Snail he claſps, with Anger fill'd, 
But thus beſpeaks him e er he kill'd; 


Thon 
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Thou crawling Inſect vile, and low, 
For you did theſe fine Peaches grow? 

© For you did I take ſo much Care, 

© Theſe Trees to guard from — Air? 
To dreſs and — them take Delight, 
Viſit each Morn and every Night. 

And now muſt all my Pains be foil 'd 
My Hopes by ſuch a Reptile ſpoil'd ? 
My favourite Fruit muſt you deveur, 
And blaſt my Pride in one ſhort Hour? 
Will nothing elſe pleaſe your nice Palate ? 
No common nor no c:arfer Diet? 

Won't Colewort, and ſuch Fare, ſuffice, 
Will nought go down but Rarities? 
Die, Caitiff, die, and take thy Due: 
Let other Snails be warn'd by you. 

Like you ſhall every Robber fall, 

A Victim to the Publick's Call; 

Hard is our Fate, the Snail replies, 
Each Snail without Compaſſion dies. 

Oh! cruel and unequal Times, 

To puniſh thus our lefſer Crimes 

When human Miniſters of State, 

Tho” oft deſcrving of our Fate, 
Securely live and dwell at Eaſe, 

And plunder whenſoe er they pleaſe. 

* O'er Gard'ners too, who kill us Snails, 
© The Love of Rapine much prevails; 
And were you to ſtrict Juſtice brought, 

s Your Race would ſhortly come to nought. 
More had he ſaid, hen lo! 

The Gard'ner cruſh'd him with his Toe. 
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The Ass and the Hos. 


N Ass a War-Horst envied ſore, 
For much he eat and little bore ; 
While he full oft, by Hunger preſt, 
Meer Offals eat, and to digeſt 
Hard Labour help'd, while in his Mind, 
Much at his Lot the Beaſt repin'd. 
At length came War,—out goes the Steed 
To fight, alas! and not to feed ; 
His Sides full ſoon confeſs'd his Trade, 
For Wounds their hoſtile Weapons made : 
Yet ſtill he ſerv'd, and (till he found, 
In Honour's Cauſe, like Ills abound, 
The As, in Safety, ſeeing this 
Confeis'd before ſhe thought amiſs, 
Renounc'd her groundleſs Sentiment, 
And liv'd thereafter quite content. | 
Who ſees the P/agues of Wealth and Power, 
« Rejoices that his Station's lower. 


The TrRouT. A Fable. 


Trout," the plumpeſt in the Tide, 
Had long the Angler's Skill defy'd; 
Win Pleaſure nibbled ev'ry Bair, 

And baulk'd his ſure expected Fate: 
While Sclt-conceit inflam'd his Breaſt, 
He to himſelf theſe Lines addreſs'd: 
How wiſe am I to know my Good. 
What Cowa ds half the finny Brood! 
I feaſt on Rarities at will, 

M, Senſe evades the latent III. 

He :. ode: impeuding in the Brook 

A ucnul wriggled on the Hook; 


He 


— 
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He nibb'd with Caution, as before, 

The Dainty tempted more and more: 

Grown bold, he ſnapp'd the rich Repaſt, 

And on the Beard was caught at laſt. 

Compell'd to quit the liquid Glaſs, 

He beat, till dead, the bending Graſs. 
So fares the Maid whom Love inſpires 

Wich tender Thoughts, and ſoft Deſires! 

To whom true Virtue is unknown ; 

That Guardian of the Fair alone, 

She may, a-while, fan up the Flame 

And not commit an Act of Shame, 

But foon longs after farther Sweets, 

Purſues her Wiſh, and Ruin meets; 

Does Wiſdom's bliſsful Precepts ſhun, 

Nor fees her Folly, till undone. 


The Mis ER. 


N a wild Heath, a Miſer laid 
His Wealth, and daily to it pray'd. 
ill by a lucky Neighbour ſpy'd, 
Who guickly to his — hy'd, 
Remov'd, and left him to deplore 
The Loſs of his beloved Ore. 
The hapleſs Miſer ſhew'd his Grief; 
In Sighs and Tears, without Relief; 
At length, a Stranger from him drew 
The Cauſe of all this ſad to-do, 
And offer'd had he ſo inclin'd, 
This wholeſome Med'cine for his Mind; 
Bury this Stone, believe it Gold, 
(Since both to you, like Value hold) 
Henceforward, ſafe in this Belief, 
You need not dread a ſecond Thief. 
« Alike in Fact, a Miſer wants 


« What Fortune keeps, and what ſhe grants. 
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The SPIDER, and the BEE. A Fable. 


HE Nymph, who walks the public Streets, 
And ſets her Cap at all ſhe meets, 

May catch the Fool, who turns to ſtare, 
But Men of Senſe avoid the Snare. 

As on the Margin of the Flood, 
With filken Line, my Lydia ſtood, 
J ſmil'd to ſee the Pains you took, 
To cover oer the fraudful Hook. 
—_ the Foreſt as we ſtray d, | 
You ſaw the Boy his Lime-twiggs ſpread; | 
Gueſs d you the Reaſon of his Fear, | 
Leſt, heedleſs, we approach'd too near? | 
For as behind the Buſh we lay, | 


The Linnet flutter'd on che Spray. 
Needs there ſuch Caution to delude 
The ſcaly Fry, and fenther'd Brood? 
And think you with :aferzor Art, 
To captivate the hum «2 Heart ? 
The Maid, who mo. :itly conceals 
Her Beauties, while ſhe hides, reveals; 
Give but a Glimpſe, and Fancy draws | 
Whate'er the Grecian Venus was. | 
From Eve's firſt Fig leaf to Brocade, 
All Dreſs was meant for Fancy's Aid, 
Which evermore delighted dwells | 
On what the baſhful Nymph conceals. | 
When Cela ſtruts in Man's Attire, 
She ſhews too much to raiſe Deſire | 
But from the Hoop's bewitching Round, 
Her very Shoe has Power to Wound, 
The roving Eye, the Boſom bare, 
The forward Laugh, the wanton Air 


May catch the Fop; for Gudgeons ſtrike 


At the bare Hook, and Bait, atike, 
While 
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While Salmon play regardleſs by, 

Till Art like Nature forms the Fly. 
Beneath a Peaſant's homely 'Thatch, 

A Spider long had held her Watch; 

From Morn till Night, with reſtleſs Care, 

She ſpun her Web, and wove her Snare. 

Within the Limits of her Reign, 

Lay many a heedleſs Captive ſlain, 

Or flutt'ring ſtruggled in the Toils, 

To burſt the Chains, and ſhun her Wiles. 
A itraying Bee, that perch'd hard by, 

Beheld her with diſdainful Eye, 

And thus began: Mean Thing give o'er, 

And lay thy ſlender Threads no more ; 

A thoughtleſs Fly, or two at moſt, 

Is all the Conqueſt thou can'it boaſt, 

For Bees of Senſe thy Arts evade, 

We ſee ſo plain the Nets are laid. 
The gaudy Tulip, that diſplays 

Her ſpreading Foliage to the Gaze, 

That points her Charms at all ſhe ſees, 

And yields to ev'ry wanton Breeze, 

Attracts not me. Where bluſhing grows, 

Guarded with Thorns, the modeſt Roſe, 

Enamour'd, round and round I fly, 

Or on her fragrant Boſom lie; 

Reluctant, ſhe my Ardour meets, 

And baſhful, renders up her Sweets. 
To wiſer Heads Attention lend, 

And learn this Leſſon from a Friend, 

She, who with Modeſty retires, 

Adds Fewel to her Lover's Fires, 

While ſuch uncautious Jilis as you, 

By Folly your own Schemes undo. 
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The Woob uA and MtrcuRy. 


N T © a Brook both deep and ſtrong, 
By Chance, his A a IM vod. man flung ; 
At Loſs ſo great, and paſt Relief, 
He fat him down, and cry'd for Grief. 
Merc'ry him pitying,—from the Flood, 
Confeſs d to mortal Eye · ſight ſtood; 
Him firſt with 4x of Gold he try d, 
Is this the Tool for which you cry'd? 
No,—the Clown cries ;—again he dives, 
Again he from the Deep arrives; 
A ſilver Ax he ſhews,—is this 
The Thing, my Friend, you ſo much miſs ? 
Alas! 'tis not!——He drops again, 
Demands once more, in the ſame Strain, 
This Head of Iron and Wooden Shaft; 
Is't yours ?—at that the M oad. man laugh d, 
It is, —quoch he,—-and deeply I 
Am bound—for this great Courteſy. 
Pleas'd with a Virtue pure and rare, 
The God beſtow'd the other Pair. 
Home comes the honeſt, harmleſs C/owwn, 
And tells his Tale thro' all the Town, 
A Sharper thought to add by Art, 
To this, forſooth, a ſecond Part: 
Unto the ſelf-iame Stream he goes, 


And in his only Hatchet throws; 


Then, on the Bank, he fits him down, 

There ſighs, and makes a heavy Moan. 

Soon Merc'ry ſpringing from below, 

Th' expected Ax of Gold doth ſhow; 

'Tis .aine,—'tis mine, the Raſcal cries, 

The God beneath the Water flies, 

Leaving the Trick ter to complain, 

Of his fol Hopes, and Arx, in Vain. 
1% Heav'n hears and grants the pious Pray'r, 
« But wicked Fows come never there. 


Warning 
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Ilarning to young married Men. A Tale. 


HIL OM in Kar? there liv'd a jolly Swain, 

Young Colines, the Genius of the Plain; 

Sonnets he wrote, cou'd ſing and whiſtle well, 

Crack witty Jokes, and merry Stories tell ; 

At Wakes and Weddings always led the Dance, 

And drew from every Laſs the wiſhful Glance; 

Courteous he was, and fkilful to perſuade; 

Soon to his Lures he won the Parſon's Maid, 

He married, and (O mouraful to relate!) 

Grew a mere Tyrant in the nuptial State ; 

Aſſum' d Dominion o'er his tremb'ling Wife, 

And prov'd a very Hufband all his Life; 

No more at once he charm'd her liſt'ning Ear, 

Call'd her no more, my Honey, and my Dear; 

But daily, from his Work returning Home, 

With dreadful Oaths and Curſes ſhook the Room; 

To ev'ry humble Queſtion he'd reply, 

You ſaucy B——h, G d d--n you, what care I? 

No Anſwer wou'd the frowning Churl affard, 

But ſnapt the Woman ſhort at ev'ry Word; 

When to the Ale houſe, from his Pipe and Pot 

She came to fetch the drunksn midnight Sot, 

Out of the Houſe, he ery' d, be gone! away! 

And reeling, ſtammer'd in her Ears, obey ; 

Then ſhook the Crabtree Cudgel in his Hand, 

The well-known Enſign of his ſtern Command. 
Tir'd out at length with this vexatrous Courſe, 

And finding ev'ry Day that it grew worle, 

She vow'd, grown delp'rate, to revenge her Wrong, 

And bear no longer what ſhe bore ſo long; 

To a briſk neighb'ring Barber ſhe apply d, 

With all my Heart the * Barber cry d 
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Now whilſt abroad the Tyrant Bumpkin roams, 
With filent Haſte the watchful Lecher comes; 
Her welcome Gueſt the injur d Wife receives 
And for politer Work her /pining leaves. 
Up Stairs ſhe leads him, ſprings into his Arms, 
And fir'd with Tranſport opens all her Charms : 
Now, Colley, triumph now, in Scorn ſhe ſaid, 
Proud of the Honours that adorn thy Head. 

Three Times the pleaſing Vengeance they repeat, 
And with becoming Horns the Brute —5 


Toa young LA Dv. 


How many thouſand Kiſſes I deſire; 
y firſt, how many Sands the Shores contain, 
And Drop by Drop the boundleſs Ocean drain; 
Count all the Stars that gild the filent Night, 
And glitter, conſcious of each ſtol'n Delight- 
Count all the Leaves, that on ten Thouſand Trees, 
Tremble, obedient to the Morning Breeze : 
Count all the Courtier's Arts, the Tradeſman's Lies, 
The Miſer's Wiſhes, and the Lover's Sighs, 
Then I will tell thee, nor till then enquire 
How many thouſand Kiſſes I deſire; 
Scarce will Arithmetick the Sum explain, 
Millions on Millions multiply'd in Vain. 


1* Vain, my gentle Chamer, you enquire 
a 


To 
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To the ſame. 


HILE Life, my Dear, remains, enjoy 
thy Charms, 

And deaf to Cenſure, take me to thy Arms; 
The Ev'ning Sun deſcends into the Main, 
And ſets, te ;iſe with brighter Beams again; 
The Lilly :olds her Beauties up at Night, 
And opens fairer to the Morning Light: 
But y”u to charm no more, reſign your Breath, 
And ſleeping, moulder in eternal Death; 
For a few | Ba the vital Oil may burn, 
And to your native nothing you return: 
Wherefore let's love the fleeting Life away, 
And laugh at what ill natur'd ä — ſay; 
O Jet me on thy panting Breaſt recline, 
And preſs my burning humid Lips to thine; 
A thouſand Kiſſes let me firſt implore, 
And after them a thouſand thouſand more; 
A thouſand thouſand let me till repeat, 
Till my joys grow as numberleſs as great, 
Till envious — in their Account are crels'd, 
And Magick in her ſecret Art is loſt. , 


On a Car that was drowned by attempting 
4 get ſome golden Fiſh, that were fwim- 
ming in a China Vaſe, by the' Author of the 
Elegy in the Church-Yard. 


WAS on a lefty Vaſe 's Side, 
Where China's richeſt Arts had dy'd 
The various Flowers that blow ; 

Demureſt of the tabby Kind, 
The penſive Selima reclin'd, 
Gaz'd on the Lake delow. 
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Her confcious Tail her joy declar'd, 
The fair round Face, the inowy Beard, 
'The Velvet of her Paws, 
Her Skin that with the Tortoiſe vies, 
Her Ears of Jet, her Em'rald Eyes, 
She ſaw, and purr'd Applauſe. 


Still had ſhe gaz'd, but thro” the Tide 
Two radiant Forms were ſeen to glide, 
The Genii of the Stream ; 
Their ſcaly Armour, Tyrian Hue, 
Thro' richeſt Purple to the View, 
\ Betray'd the golden Gleam. 


The beauteous Nymph with Wonder ſaw, 
A Whiſker firſt, and then a Claw, 
With many an ardent Wich, 
She ſtretch'd in Vain to reach the Prize, 
What female Art can Gold deſpiſe, 
What Cat's averſe to Fiſh! 


Preſumptuous Maid ; with Eyes intent 

Again ſhe ftretch'd, again ſhe bent, | 
Nor knew the Gulph between ; 

Malignant Fate fat by and ſmil'd, 

The flippery Verge her Feet beguil'd, 
She tumbled headlong in. 


Fight Times emerging from the Flood, 
She mew'd to ev'ry wat'ry God, 

Some ſpeedy Aid to ſend; 
No Dolphin came, no Nereid ftirr'd, 
Nor cruel Tom, nor Suſan heard, 
A Fav'rite has no Friend. 
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Fram hence ye Fair ones undeceiv'd, 
Learn one falſe Step is ne er retriev'd, 
And be with Caution bold, 
Not all that ſtrikes your wand'ring Eyes, 
And eager Hearts, is lawful Prize, 
Nor all that glitters Gold. 


Ricnard's Opinion. 


D 10 2 — was ſick, and pos d the Doctor 
Skill, | 

Who differ'd how to Cure th' invet'rate Ill. 

Purging the one preſcrib'd : No, quoth the other, 

That will do neither Good nor Harm, my Brother ; 

Bleeding's the only Way. *Twas quick reply'd, 

That's certain Death: But fince we differ wide, 

'Tis fit the Huſband chuſe by whom t'abide. c 
I'ſe no great Skill, quo' Richard, by the Rood ; 
But I ſe think Bleeding's like to do moſt Cond, 


On a young LApv. 


H E vainly anxious Myra leaves 
To paſſive Judges her Complaints ; 
Her Cauſe wou'd awe them, were they Knaves ; 
Her Eyes wou'd bribe them, were they Saints, 


The BEav. 


S Ovid ſings, a Beau of old admir'd 

A Shade, and for the empty Form expir' d: 
Love's God, relenting of his killing Pow'r, 
Gave him the Life that animates ws, 


Hence 
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Hence future Beaux, ſo Love ordain'd, and made 
Gay as a Flow'r, but empty as a Shade. 


The Caſe ſtated. 


HEN Ewe wou'd try, but to her Coſt, 
Th' Experiment of Evil, 
That ſhe with Gods might Wiſdom boaſt, 

And Cunning with the Devil. 


Too ſoon the Knowledge ſhe obtain'd ; 
Too late ſhe curs'd the Prize : 

Oh! had ſhe but a Fool remain'd, 
We ſhou'd have all been wiſe. 


Advice to the L.avies. 


Ruſt not too much your now reſiſtleſs Charms; 
Thoſe Age or Sickneſs ſoon or late diſarms : 
Good Humour only teaches Charms to laſt, 
Still makes new Conqueſts, and maintains the paſt. 


Again, 


H O' Lovers oft extol your Beauty's Power, 
And in celeſtial Similies adore : 
Tho” frem your Features Cupid borrows Arms, 
And Goddeſſes confeſs inferior Charms; 
Do not, vain Maid, the flatt'ring Tale believe ; 
Alike thy Lovers, and thy Glafs deceive. 
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The Hayey Beav: Or the LAPD 's 
FAVOURITE. 


OW happy lives the Man, how ſure to charm, 
Whoſe Knot embroider'd flutters down his 
Arm ! 
On him the Ladies caft the ng Hanes, 
Sigh in his Song, and languiſh in his Dance: 
While wretched is the Wit, contemn'd, forlorn, 
Whoſe gummy Hat no Scarlet Plumes adorn. 
What tho Apollo dictates from his Tongue, 
No Lady's Favour on his Sword is hung. 
His Wit is ſpiritleſs, and void of Grace, 
Who wants th” Aſſurance of Brocade and Lace. 
While the gay Fop genteely talks of Weather, 
The Fair in Raptures doat upon his Feather. 
He dreſſes, fences :==What avails to know? 
For Women chuſe their Men, like Silks, for Show. 


The Modern Bz au. 


O be a modern Beau, a Beau compleat, 
III cell ſincerely what I think of it; 
"Tis to be ſqueamiſn, critical and nice, 
In all Things fantaſtic to a Vice; 
"Tis to ſeem knowing, tho” he nothing knows, 
And vainly lewd to pleaſe his Brother Beaux : 
"Tis in his Dreſs to be profuſely Gay, 
And to affet, Whore-like, a wanton Way : 
"Tis to be charm'd with each new- faſhon'd Whim, 
And to be modiſh to a vaſt Extreme: 
"Tis to attack the Ladies wich a Grace, 
And till transfer his Love to cach new Face : 
Lo! here's the Picture of a Modern Beau, | 
By which Deſcription you the Fool may ow. 
| uri 
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Cup fo matcb'd. 


S from the aprons one Day 

Young Cupid fileh'd the Sweets away; 
ntent on the felonious Wrong, 

A watchful Bee his Fingers ſtung ; 

Impatient of the Smart and Pain, 

He frets, and puffs, and ſtamps in vain. 

To Venus in a Rage he flies, 

And ſniv'ling ; See, Mamma, he cries, 

What Miſchief lurks in little Things, 

A ſcurvy Bee this Torment brings : 

Shall ſuch vile Inſects, quoth the Boy, 

The Pleaſures of a God | xk ? 


While thus with peeviſh Rage he burn'd, 
The Goddeſs with a Smile return'd, 
Ceaſe, Child, thy Wonder at the hurtful Bee, 
A Pow'r more hurtful is repos'd in thee ; 
Like that fierce Animal on flender Wings, | 
Thou roam'ſt abroad; thy Arrows are thy Stinps : 
Tho' ſmall thy Stature ſeem, thy fatal Darts 
W Almighty Strength, and pierce immortal 
carts. 


SONGS, 


11 


DD 
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A. 


I. 


URE Sah is the lovelieſt Laſs, 
That e'er gave Shepherd Glee ; 
Not May-day, in its Morning- Dreſs, 
Is half ſo fair as ſhe. 
Let Poets paint the Paph:an Queen, 
And fancy'd Forms adore ; 
Ye Bards had ye my Sally ſeen, 
Ye'd think of theſe no more. 


II. 


No more ye d prate of Hyb/a's Hill, 
Where Bees their Honey ſip, 

Did ye but know the Sweets that dwell 
On Sally's Love - fraught Lip. 

But ah! take heed ye tuneful Swains, 
The ripe Temptation ſhun, 

Or elſe like me ye'll wear her Chains, 
Ye'll be like me undone. 


II. 


Once in my Cot ſecure I ſept, 
Then Lark-like hail'd the Dawn, 
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More fportive than the Kids I kept, 
I wanton'd o'er the Lawn. 

To ev'ry Maid Love's Tale I told, 
And did my Truth aver, 

Yet e'er the parting Kiſs was cold, 
I laugh'd at Love and her. 


IV. 


But now the gloomy Greve I ſeek, 
Where love-lorn Shepherd's ſtray, 
There to the Winds my Grief I ſpeak, 

And hgh my Soul away. 
Nought but Deſpair my Fancy paints, 
No Dawn of Hope I ſee, 
For Sally's pleas'd with my Complaints, 
And laughs at Love and me. 
V 


Since this my poor neglected Lambs, 
So late my only Care, 

Have left their fond, their ſleecy Dams, 
And ftray'd I know not where. 

Alas my Ewes! in Vain y- bleat, 
My Lambkins loſt — adicu! 

No more we on the Plain ſhall meet, 
For loſt's your Shepherd too. 


Damon endFLORELL a. A Paſtoral Dialogue, 


Sung by Mr. Lowe, an Mrs. Lampe in Harlequin 
| Sorcerer. 


Damon. 


AST, my Love, thine Eyes around, 
See the ſportive Lambk ins play, 
Nature gaily decks the Ground, 

All in Honour of the May. 


Like the Sparrow and the Dove, 
Liſten to the Voice of Love. 

FLoORELLA, 
Damon, thou haſt found me long 
Liſt'ning to thy ſoothing Tale, 
And thy ſoft perſuaſive Song, 
Often held me in the Dale. 
Take, O Damon, while I live, 
All which Virtue ought to give. 

- Damon. 

Not the Verdure of the Grove, 
Nor the Garden's faireſt Flow ers, 
Nor the Meads where Lover's rove, 
Tempted by the Vernal Hours, 
Can delight thy Damon's Eye, 
If Florella is not by. 
FLoRELLA. 
Nor the Water's gentle Fall 
By the Banks with Poplars crown's ; 
Not the feather'd Songtters all, 
Nor the Flute's melodious Sound, 
Can delight Florella's Ear, 
If her Damon 1s not near. 


Timely Admonition. 


| I. 
O ſweet was young Damon, ſo * his Look, 
New Pleaſure my Fancy inſenſibly took; 

His Voice too like Muſic oft dwelt in my Ear, 

But little I thought any _—_ was near. 


He preſs'd my Hand hard, but it gave me no Pain, 
He kifs'd, and I ſigh'd till he kiſs'd me again: 

Such balmy ſweet Touches what Maiden cou'd fear, 
I never once dreamt any Danger was near. Ak 
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III. 
His Hands on my Boſom he d careleſly lay, 
And oe all the While he meant nothing but 
lay; | 
So I let him play on, till no more I could bear; 
Till then I ne'er dreamt any Danger was near, 


Such toying and playing ſo ſtole on my Heart, 
I found in his Tranſports my Boſom took Part. 
Beware then ye Virgins, if Damez appear, 


For Prudence comes late, when your Danger's ſo 
near. 


Dor in HARLEQUIN SORCERER. 


Sung by My. Lowe, and Mrs. Lampe. 


Damon and FLorELLAa, 


E T us love, and let us live, 
L Like the chearful Seaſon gay, 
Baniſh Care, and let us give 
Tribute to the fragrant May. 


Like the Sparrow and the Dove, 


Liſten to the Voice of Love, 
Like the Sparrow, &c, 


The Arch- Denial. 


I. | 

AYS Damon to Phils, ſuppoſe my fond 
Eyes, | 

Reveal with what Ardor I glow; 
Well, 
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Well, what if they do, there's no Harm ſure, ſhe 


cries, 
I can but deny you, you know, you know, 
I can but deny you, you know. 


IT. 
Suppoſe I ſhould afk from thoſe Lips a ſweet Kiſs, 
Say wou'd you the Favour beſtow ? 
Lord bleſs me! ſaid ſhe, what a Queſtion is this? 
] can but deny you, you know, you know, 
1 can but deny you, you know. 


III. 
Suppoſe not contented, I ſtill aſk for more, 
For Pleaſure from Pleaſure will grow; 
Suppoſe what you will, ſhe reply'd as before, 
I can but deny you, you know, you know, 
I can but deny you, I know. 
IV. | 
Come then, my dear Love, to the Wood's let's re- 


7, 
Cry d — and offer d to — 
No, no, with a Bluſh, anſwer d Pbillis; for there 
I cou'd not deny, you know, you know, 
J cou'd not deny, you know. 


HEBE. A Paſtoral Ballad. 


1 


8 HEN forc'd from dear Hebe to go, 
What Anguiſh I felt at my Heart, 
Aud I thought but it might not be io, 

She was ſorry to ſee me depart; 
She caſt ſuch a languiſhing View, 

My Path I could ſcarcely diſcern, 
So ſweetly ſhe bid me adieu, 

I thought that ſhe bad * return. 


Il 
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II. 


Methinks ſhe might like to retire 
To the Grove I had labour d to rear, 
For whatever I heard her admire, 
I haited and planted it there; 
Her Voice ſuch a Pleaſure conveys, 
So much I her Accents adore, 
Let her ſpeak, and whatever ſhe ſays, 
I'm ſure ſtill to love her the more. 


III. 


And now e'er[ haſte to the Plain, 
Come Shepherds and talk of her Ways, 
I cou'd lay down my Lite for the Swain, 
That will ſing me a Song in her Praiſe ; 
While he ſings, may the Maids of the Town 
Come flocking and liſten the while, 
Not on him let Hebe once frown, 
But I cannot allow her to ſmile. 


IV. 


To ſee when my Charmer goes by, 
Some Hermit peep out of his Cell ; 
How he thinks of his Youth with a Sigh, 
How fondly he wiſhes her well; 
On him ſhe may ſmile if ſhe pleaſe, 
It will warm the cool Boſom of Age; 
Yet ceaſe, gentle Hebe, O! ceaſe, 
Such Softneſs will ruin the Sage. 


V. 


I've ſtole from no Flow'rets that grow, 
To paint the dear Charms I approve, 
For what can a Bloſſom beſtow, 
So ſweet, ſo delightful as Love; 
I fing in a ruſtical Way, 
A Shepherd, and one of the Throng, 
Yet Hebe approves of my Lay, 
Go Poets, and envy my Song. 


NanEgTtrTte, 
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NaN EHT TE, from PRIOR. 


AS TE, my Nanette, my lovely Maid, 
Haſte to the Bow'r thy Love has made; 
For thee alone I made the Bow'r, 

And ſpread the Couch with many a Flow'r. 


None but my Sheep ſhall near us come ; 
Venus be prais'd my Sheep are dumb : 
Great God of T.ove, take thou my Crook, 
To keep the Wolf from Nanette s Flock. 


Guard thou the Sheep to her ſo dear, 
My own, alas! are leſs my Care. 
But of the Wolf if thou'rt afraid, 
Come not to us to call for Aid. 


For with her Swain my Love ſhall ſtay, 

Tho' Wolves ſhou'd trole, and Sheep ſhou'd ſtray: 
For with her Swain my Love ſhall ſtay, 

Tho' Wolves ſhou'd ſtrole, and Sheep ſhou'd tray, 


T he Reaſonable L1BERTINE. 


I 


H E Man who in his Breaſt contains, 
A Heart which no baſe Act arraigns, 
Enchanting Pleaſure's Ground may tread, 
Where Love and youthful Fancy lead; 
May toy and laugh, may dance and fing, 
While jocund Life is in *. Spring. 1 
2 J. 
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II. 
When Cynics rail, and Pedants frown, 
Their rigid Maxims I diſown ; 
I imile to ſee their angry Brow, 
And hate the gloomy, ſelfiſh Crew; 
In their Deſpite [I'll laugh and fing, 
While jocund Life is in her Spring. 
III. 
Be mine the ſocial Joys of Life, 
And let good Nature vanquiſh Strife: 
So Innocence with me reſice, 
And Honour reign each Action's Guide, 
III toy and laugh, and dance and fing, 
While jocund Life is in her Spiing. 
IV. 


Then Pbillis come and ſhare thoſe Joys, 
Which no intemp'rate Uſe deſtroys; 
While you remain as kind as fair, 

My Heart defies each anxious Care; 
With thee [I'll toy, and laugh and fing, 
While jocund Life is in her Spring. 


— 


. New Sono, ſung by Mrs. YATES, ar 
A Sadler g- Wells. 
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I. 
HEN I liv'd in my Grandmother's Cot, 
What a happy young Damſel was 1, 
Each Day on the Spit and the Por, 
With Plenty of Pudding and Pye. 
I'd a Pad that wou'd amble and trot, 
And good Neighbours to viſit hard by, 
Yet I wanted 1 did not no what, 


And J figh'd but I knew not for why. 
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II. 
My Daddy he gave me a Knot, 
With a Fan A new faſhion'd Fly; 
A Pair of Silk Shoes I had got, 
To put on when the Weather was dry ; 
Yet to pine all the Day was my Lot, 
And in Bed ever reſtleſs did lye ; 
For I wanted I did not know what, 
And I ſigh'd but I knew not for Why. 
III. 
For Counſel I care not a jot, 
Reſolv'd ſome new Project to try; 
I thought I ſhou'd die on the{Spot, 
If a pretty young Fellow paſs'd by. 
At length a briſk Hutband I got, 
"Twas a Man I had long in my Eye, 
He gave me, I mult n't ſay what, 
And I love him, but need not ſay why. 


The DREAM. An ODE. 


OME gentle God of ſoft Repoſe, 
And lull my Soul to reſt; 
In thy Embraces let meloſe 
The Pangs that rack my Breaſt : 
Ariſe, ye dear Deceits, ariſe, 
And dreſt in Damon's Form, 
My long expetting wiſhing Eyes, 
With his Reſemblance charm. 


Thoſe!melting Soands ſtill let me hear, 
Which did his Flame impart; 
Which bleſt with Love my liſt'ning Ear, 
And pierc'd 1 Heart. 
3 
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Why rove my Thoughts on pleaſing Cares, 
Which only Dreams beſtow ; 
For, Oh! whene'er the Morn appears, 
I wake to endleſs Woe. 


The envious Light, from my ſad Eyes 
Drives ev'ry Joy away; 
With Night the lovely Phantom dies, 
And leaves me loſt in Day. 
Since waking thus I am diſtreſs'd, 
And Pleaſure's fled with him; 
If Qeeping I can till be bleſt, 
Let Life be all a Dream. 


S © N G. 


HAT Beauties does my Nymph diſcloſe? 
Leſs fair the Silver Lilly blows; 
Such Bluſhes glow not on the Roſe, 
As on the Cheeks of Pbillis. 
The other Day, upon the Green, 
I ſaw a Nymph of heav'nly Mein; 
I ran to greet the Cyprian Queen, 
But found it was my Phillis. 


By moſſy Grot with Ivy bound, 
Where fragrant Woodbines curl around, 
And Daiſies dapple o'er the Ground, 
I fit and murmur Phillis. 
And when the Lark with dewy Wings, 
To hail the Morn exulting ſprings, 
I riſe and tune the trembling Strings, 
To praiſe my deareſt Phillis. 


When. 
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When firſt I ſaw the lovely Maid, 

I gaz'd, inraptur'd and diſmay d; 
My faltring Tongue was quite afraid 
To tell my Pangs to Phillis. 
Then Cupid aim'd his ſharpeſt Dart; 

At once I felt the pleaſing Smart, 
That very Hour I loſt my Heart; 
And now it dwells with Phillis. 


3 


H, let me unreſerv'd declare 
The Dicta e of my Breaſt; 
My Thyr/; reigns unrival'd there, 
An ever welcome Gueſt. 


No more our ſprightly Nymphs I meet, 
But ſeek the lonely Grove; 
There, ſighing to myſelf, repeat 
Some tender Tale of Love. 


When abſent from my longing Sight, 
He is my conſtant Theme ; 

His ſhadowy Form appears by Night, 
And ſhapes the Morning Dream, 


Ye ſpotleſs Virgins of the Plain 
Deem not my Words too free; 

For e'er my Paſſion you arraign, 
You mult have lov'd like me. 


SON. G. 


Y Pride is to hold all Mankind in my Chain, 
The 2 I prize, tho' the Slaves I diſ- 


Fl 
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I'll teaze them and vex them: 

I'll plague and perplex them: 
Since Men try all Arts our weak Sex to betray, 
F'll ſhow them a Woman's as cunning as they. 


Young Damon ador'd me, and Lycon the Vain, 
By Turns I encourag'd each amorous Swain; 
They knelt and they trembled, 

I ſmil'd and diſſembled, 
Since Men tiy, Tc, 


Then hear me, ye Nymphs, and my Counſel believe, 
Reſiſt all their Wiles, the Deceivers deceive: 

Their Canting and Whining, 

Their Sighing ard Pining, 
Are all meant as Baits our weak Sex to betray; 
Then prove there are Women as cunning as they. 


3' ON 6. 


HE Drum is unbrac'd, and the Trumpet no 
more 
Shall rouſe the fierce Sold ier to fight; 
Our Meads ſhall no longer be floated with Gore, 
Nor Terror diſturb the calm Night. 
Once more o er the Fields golden Harveſts ſhall ſhine, 
: The Olive her Flowrets increaſe; 
Again purple Cluſters ſhall bluſh on the Vine; 
Theſe, theſe are the Bleſſings of Peace, 


The Shepherd ſecurely now roams thro' the Glade, 
Or merrily pipes on the Vale: 
The Youth in ſoft Numbers attempts the coy Maid: 
The Virgins dance blithe in the Dale. 
The Flow'rs, with Colours, embroider the Ground, 
Unpreſs'd by an Enemy's Feet; 25 
© 
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The Bleatings of Sheep from the Hillocks reſound, 
And the Birds their trim Sonnets repeat. 


9 


* O dear Amaryllis young Strephon had lon 
Deelar'd his fix d Paſſion, and dy d for in Song; 
He went one May Morning to meet in the Grove, 
By her own dear Appointment this Goddeſs of Love; 
Mean while in his Mind all her Charms he ran o'er, 
And doated on each; can a Lover do mire ? 


He waited, and waited, then changing his Strain, 

"Twas Fury, and Rage, and Deſpair, and Diſdain: 

The Sun was commanded to hide his dull Light, 

And the whole Courſe of Nature was alter d down- 
right. | 

"Twas bis hapleſs Fortune to die and adore, 

But never to change; can a Lower de more? 


Cliora, it hap'd, was by Accident there; 

No Roſe-bud ſo tempting, no Lilly fo fair; 

He preſs'd her white Hand, next her Lips he eſſay d, 
Nor would ſhe deny him, fo civil the Maid! 

Her kindly Compliance his Peace did reſtore; 

And dear Amarillis was thought of no more. 


S ON G. 


OW happy's the Lover whoſe Cares are no 
more; | 


Who bids an Adieu to all Sorrow ; 
My Griefs are all huſht, and my Torments are o'er, 
For I ſhall be happy to-morrow. 1 
c 
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Each Flow'ret of Spring that enamels the Ground, 


From you ev'ry Charm ſeems to borrow ; 
Then who will ſo bleſt or fo happy be found, 
As I with my Daphne to-morrow. 


JI never am happy but when in your Sight, 
Your Smiles are the Cure of all Sorrow: 

Remember dear Daphne, your Promiſe to- night; 
And I ſhall be happy to-morrow. 


N. 


The MoRNING-AIA. 


O ULD you taſte the Morning Air, 
To yon verdant Fields repair, 
Where Cowſlips ſweet, and Violets blue, 

With grateful Scents ſhall welcome you. 


Hear, hear the ſoft and cooling Breeze, 
Fanning, thrilling thro” the Trees, 
Whilſt the Dew beſprinkling round, 
Cools the thirſty parching Ground. 


Hear the Lark now ſoaring high, 

With her Eccho fills the Sky: | 
The charming Nightingale, and Thruſh, 
Are warbling Notes on ev'ry Buſh. 


Haſte, fair Nymph, then haſte away, 
Taſte theſe Joys without Delay; 
Prove, and proving you will tell, 
The Morning Joys do all excel. 


SONG. 


— 


b 


| Looks, Sighs, and Actions ſeem to ſay, 
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Sung by Miſs Falkner. 


OULD'ST thou all the Joys receive, 
That enraptur'd Lovers give, 

Take a Heart from Falſhood free, 

Take a Heart that doats on thee; 

Nice Suſpicions, jealous Train, 

Still creates the Virgin's Pain, 

Then each timid Care remove, 

You can ſmile, and 7 can love. 


Bleſt with thee, profuſely gay, 
Time ſhall wing his ſmiling Way, 
Ever blooming Joy: encreale, 
Tranquil Liberty and Peace. 

Oh! let Kindneſs rule thy Breaſt, 
Smile my panting Heart to Reſt; 
Sweetly imile, and thou ſhalt know, 
We can make an Heav'n below. 


S O0 N 6. 
Dapl.ne and Chloe, Sung by Miſs Stevenſon. 


2D APHNE ſtood penſive in the Shades, 
With Arms acroſs and Head reclin'd; 

Pale Looks accus'd the cruel Maid, 

And Sighs reliev'd his love. ſick Mind; 

His tuneful Pipe all broken lay, 


My C#/e is unkind. 


— — — 3 - 
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Why ring the Woods with warbling Throats, 
Ye Larks, ye Linnets, ceaſe your Notes. 
I faintly hear in ſweeter Notes, 
My Cblae s Voice that wakes my Pain; 
Yet why ſhould you your Song forbear ? 
Your Notes delight your Song to hear, 
But Chloe mine diſdain. 


As thus he melancholly ſtood, 
Dejected as the lonely Dove, 
Sweet Sounds break gently through the Wood; 
I feel the Sound my Heart - ſtrings move. 
"Twas not the Nightingale that ſung, 
No, 'tis my Clze's ſweeter Tongue; 
Hark, hark, what ſays my Love? 


How fooliſh is the Nymph, ſhe cry d, 

Who trifles with her Lover's Pains, 

Nature ſtill ſpeaks in Woman's Eyes, 

Our artful Lips were made to feign. 

O Daphne, Daphne, twas my Pride, 

"Twas not my Heart thy Love deny d. 
Come back dear Youth. 


The Youth ſtept forth with haſty Pace, 
And found where wiſhing Chloe lay, 
Shame ſudden lighted in her Face, 
Confus'd ſhe knew not what to ſay; 
Art laſt with broken Words ſhe cry'd, 
To-morrow you in Vain had try'd, 

But I am loſt To- day. 


SONG, 
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3 0 . 
ColLIx and DArHN E. 


Dar xx. 


AS the Arrow of Cæid ne er lodg'd in your 
Breaſt; 
a 


ve you wept for whole Months, nor been able to 
reſt ? | | 


T'ill the Fair One took Pity, and bid you be bleſs'd ? 
Speak boldly the Truth, my good Shepherd. 
| CoLLiN. 
No, that I can't brag of ; but all the Day long 
Some Miſtreſs or other has Place in my Song ; 
My Paſhon's not laſting, but tis very ſtrong, 
{ ſpeak the plain Truth, my good Lady, 
Dar nx E. | 
I doubt you're a Rover; if fo, a young Maid 
May fear to be with you within this thick Shade. 
Col. LIx. 
Such Beauties as yours need be. never afraid; 
I ſpeak the plain Truth, my good Lady. 
. Darixe, | 
Suppoſe a young Shepherdeſs, juſt of my Size, 
An Air too like mime, and a Pair of ſuch Eyes, 
Should like you, ſay, would you your Conqueſt 
deſpiſe ? 51 . 
Speak boldly the Truth, my good Shepherd. 


CorLiy, I 
Plain Dealing's a Jewel, you very well know ; 
And therefore permit me to own e'er I 80, | 
Such a Miſtreſs as you, is, at beſt, but ſo ſo; 
1 ſpeak the plain Truth, my good Lady. 
K 0 


COLLIN. 
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Cotrrix. 
Farewel, gentle Maiden. 
Dar xxx. 


Farewel, thou dull Swain ; 
Go ſeek thy Companions that browze on the Plain. 


: Borsx. 
And I care not if e'er I behold Thee again ; 
I ſpeak the plain Truth, my good Lady. 


SONG. 


Sung by Mrs. STEVENSON., 
Oung Strephon, a Shepherd, the Pride of the 


Plain, 
Each Day is attempting my Kindneſs to gain : 
He takes all Occaſions his Flame to renew, 
I always reply, that his courting won't do. 


He ſpares no rich Preſents to make me more kind, 
And exhauſts in my Praiſe, all the Wit of his Mind : 
I fay I'm engag'd, and I wiſh hin to $9. 

He aſks me fo oft, till I rudely ſay, No 


To Thyrfis, laſt Valentine s Day, the dear Youth, 

I tell him, I plighted my Faith and my Truth, 

That Wealth cannot Peace and Contentment be- 
ſtow, | 

And my Heart is another's, ſo beg he will go. 


That Love is not purchas'd with Titles and Gold, 
Am the Heart that is honeſt can never be ſold: 
That 1 gh not for Grandeur, but look down on 
hew ! 
And to Th muſt haſten, nor anſwer him, No, * 
E 
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He hears me, and trembling all over, replies, 


If his Suit I preſer not, he inſtantly dies: 
He gives me his Hand, and wou'd force me to go, 
I pity his Suff ring, but boldly ſay, No. 


I try to avoid him in Hopes of ſweet Peace, 

He haunts me each Moment to make me ſay, Yes; 
- But, To-morrow, ye Fair-ones, with Thyr/s I 

And truſt me, at Church, that I will not ſay, No. 


$ 0 N G. 
Naxxy of e Hitt. Sung by Mr. Lowe. 


SSIST meev'ry tuneful Bard, 
Oh, lend me all your Skill, 

In choiceſt Lays, that [ may Praiſe, 

Dear Nanny of the Hill, 

Sweet Nanny, dear Nanny, 


How gay the glitt'ring Beam of Morn, 
That gilds the Cryſtal Rill ; 
But far more bright than Morning Light, 
Shines Nanny of the Hill, 
Dear Nanny, ſhines Nanny, = 
Dear Namy of the Hill. 


The gayeſt Flow'r ſo fair of late, 
The Ev'ning Damps will kill, 
But ev'ry Day more freſh and Fr. 
Blooms Nanny of the Hill, 
Sweet Nanny, blooms Nanny, 
Sweet Nanny of the Hill. 


K 2 | Old 


| 
| 
| 
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Old Time arreſts his rapid Flight, \ 
And keeps his Motion itil], 4 
Reſoly'd to ſpare, a Face fo fair, 
As Namy's of the Hill, 


Dear Nanny's, ſweet Nanny's, 
Dear Nanny's of the Hall. 


To form my Charmer, Nature has 
Exerted all her Skill, 
Wit, Beauty, Truth, and roſy Youth, 
Deck Nanny of the Hill, 
Deck Nanny, ſweet Nanny, 
Dear Nanny of the Hill. 


And now around the feſtive Board 
The jovial Bumpers fill, 
Each take his Glaſs to my dear Laſs, 
Sweet Nanny of the Hill, 
Dear Nanny, ſweet Naxry, 
Dear Nanny of the Hill. 


306. 
MvuTvar Love, by Mr. Lowe. 


HEN e'er I meet my Cœlias Eyes, 
Sweet Raptures in my Boſom rie, 
My Feet forget to move; 
She too declines her lovely Head, 
Soft Bluſhes o'er her Checks are ſpread, 
Sure this is mutual Love! - 


My beating Heart is wrapt in Bliſs, 
W hene'er it ſteal a tender Kiſs, 
Beneath the ſilent Grove; 


, 


she 
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She ſtrives to frown, and puts me by, 
Yet dwells not in her Eye, 
ure this is mutual Love! 


And once, O once the deareſt Maid, 
As on her Breaſt my Head was laid, 
Some ſecret Impulſe drove; 
Me, me, her gentle Arms careſt, 
And to her Boſom cloſely preſt, 
Sure this is mutual Love! 


And now tranſported with her Charms, 
A ſoft Defire my Boſom warms, 
Forbidden Joys to prove; 
Trembling for Fear ſhe ſhould comply, 
She from my Arms prepares to fly, 
Tho' warm'd with mutual Love! 


O ſtay! I cry'd, —let Hymen's Bands, 

This Moment tie our willing Hands, 
And all thy Fears remove; 

A modeit Bluſh Conſent expreſt, 

And now we live, 3 bleſt, 
A Life of mutual Love 


8 N. 


PaiLLis's Complaint, by Miſs Stevenſon, 


E Warblers, while S/r2p4on I mourn, 
To cheer me your Harmony bring, 
Unleſs, fince my Shepherd i» gone, 
You ceaſe, like poor Phillis, to ſing, 
Each Flower declines its ſweet Head, 
Yo: Odours around me will throw, 
. K 3 While 
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While ev'ry ſoft Lamb on the Mead, 
Seems kindly to pity my eg x 
p 
Each rural Amuſement I try 
In vain to reſtore my pait Eaſe; | 
What charm'd when my Sirepbon was by, 
Has now loſt the Power to pleaſe. 
Ye Seaſons that brightew-the Grove, 
Not long for your Abſence we mourn; 
But S:rephon neglects me to rove, 
He roves, and will never return, 


As gav as the ni is my 8 
And ſweet as all Flowers combin d; 
is Smiles, like the Summer can cheer, 
Ah! Why then, like Winter, unkind, 
Unkind he is not, I can prove, 
But tender to others can be; 
To Celia and Chloe makes Love, 
And only is cruel to me. 


S O N G. 


Sung by Miſs Stevenſon. 


Ince Jenny thinks mean her Heart's Love to deny, 
And Peggy's uneaſy when Harry's not by: 

J will own without bluſhing, were all the World by, 

And Wi!ly's the Lad for me. , 


He brought me a Wreath which his Hands did com- 
poſe, 
Where che dale-loving Lilly was turn'd with the Roſe, 


Young Myrtle in Sprigs, di id the Border incloſe. 


And Milhh''s the Lad for * 
* 


SON G 8. 'FI5 


By Myrtle, ſaid he, is my Paſton expreſt, '- 
The Roſe, like your Lipe, in Vermilion is grell, 
And the Lilly — i wou'd. vie with your 


Breaſt. 
. »he Lad for me. 


Theſe Ribbands of mine were his Gifts at the Fair, 
My Mother lock d eroſs, and cry d, Fanny 2 
But "ou think I regard her, not. I, 1 

; * me. 


Beneath a tall Bench, and reekin's.on his Crook, 
I ſaw my young Shepherd, how ſweet was his Look, 
He aſk'd for one Kiſs, but a Hundred he took. 

And Wiih's the Lad for me. 


I cry'd you're tos rude, with affected Diſdain, 

(For early in Life we're inſtructed to feign) 

He made me no Anſwer, | but kiſs'd me again. 
And Willy's the Lad for me. 


Then what can I do, inſtruct me ye Maids, 

When a Lover ſo kindly, ſo warmly invades, 

Whoſe Silence as much as his Language perſuades. 
And Viihy's the Lad for me. 


S O N G. 
Sung by. Miſs Burchell. 


OUN G Cllr was the bonnieſt Swain, 
That e'er pip'd on the flow'ry Flain, 
Or dane" Upon the Lee; 
The wanton Kid in gameſome bound, 
That frolicks o'er the turfy Ground, 
Was not ſo blyth as he. 
Beneath 
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Beneath the Oak in yonder Dale, 

You'd think you heard the Ni — 
Wheze'e er he rais'd his 

But ah! the Youth was all +» 

His Vows, his Oaths were all a Cheat, 
And Choice ſucceeded Choice, 


The Maiden ſung in Willow Groves, 

Of Collin"; falfe and perjur'd Loves, 
Here Jun told her Woes; 

And 's Tears increaſe the Brook, 

Whoſe Cheeks like dying Lillies look, 
That once out- black d the Roſe. 


Unhappy Fair! my Words believe, 

So no Swain your Hopes deceive, 
And leave you to deſpair; 

E'er he diſcloſe his fickle Mind, 

Change firſt yourſelves, for ah! you'll find 

F alſe Collins ey'ry where. 


0:6. 


Sung by Miſs Stevenſon. 


9 kind, and keep true to the | 
Whom your Choice or your Deſtiny brings you to 


wed 

Take a Hint from a Friend, whom Experience has 
taught, 

And * you know never fails when j'tis 


And 1 Sc. 


The 
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The Arts which you practis d at firſt to enſnare, 
{For in Love, little Arts, as in Battle, are fair;) 
* Neatneſs or Prudence, or Wit were the 
ait, 
Let the Hook ſtill be cover'd, and ſtüll play the 
Cheat. 


Shou'd he fancy another, upbraid not his Flame, 
To reproach him is never the Way to reclaim ; 
Tis more to recover, than conquer an Heart, 
For this is all Nature, but that is all Art. 


Good Senſe is to them, what a Face is to you, 

Flatter that, and like us, they but think it their Due; 

Doubt the Strength of your Judgment, compar'd 
with his own, 


And he'll give you Perfections, at preſent unknown. 


Tho' you learn that your Rival, his Bounty partake, 
And your merited Favour, ungrateful forſakes ; 
Still, ſtill debonair, kind, engaging and free, 

Be deaf, tho' you hear, and be blind while you ſee. 


0 ack 


Come, Lucy, it cries come away, 
ne Grave of thy Celia has Room, 
To reſt thee beide his cold Clay. 
I come my dear Shepherd, [ come, 
Ye Friends and Companions adieu, 
I haſte to my Colin's dark Home, 
To die on on his Beſom fo true. 
To die, Sec. | 


ARK, hark! "tis a Voice from the Tomb! 


Al 


— — 


— ——— 


How long 
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All mourn ful the Midnight Bell rung, 
When Lucy, ſad Lucy, aroſe; 

And forth to the green Turf ſhe ſprung, 
Where C2/iz's pale Aſhes repoſe; 

All wet with the Night's ch.lling Dew, 
Her Boſom embrac'd the cold Cround, 

While ſtormy Winds over her blew, 
And Night Ravens croak'd all around. 

And Night, Oe. 


How long, my lov'd Colin, ſhe cry'd, 

How long muſt thy Lacy complain ? 
ſhall the Grave my Love hide, 

How lon; e'er it join us again? 

For thee thy fond Shepherdels liv'd, 
With thec 9'er the World wou'd ſhe fly, 

For thee has ihe ſorrow'd and griev d, 
For thee wou'd f}.c lie dow and die. 

For thee, &c. 


Alas! what avails it how dear 

Thy Lucy was once to her Swain; 
Her Face like the Lilly fo fair, | 

And Eyes that gave Light to the Plain, 
The Shepherd that lov'd her is gone, 

That Face and thoſe Eyes charm no more, 
And Lucy forgot and alone, 

To Death ſhall ber Calis deplore. 

To Death, Oe. 


While thus ſhe lay ſunk in Deſpair, 
And mourn to the Echo's around, 
Inflam'd at once grew the Air, 


And Thunder ſhook dreadful the Ground ; 


T hear the kind Call and obey, 
Ah Colin! receive me ſhe cry'd, 
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Then breathing a Groan o'er his Clay, 
She hung on his Tomb-itone and dy d. 
She hung, Sc. 


S O N G. 
On a young Lady's Lark, 


E E how thy captive Lark, 
While Clouds obſcure the Sky, 
Sits penſive in a Cage, 
And pines for Li . 


— 
— 


But if the Sun breaks ſorth, 

He itrait renews his Note, 
Forgets he e er was free, 

And ſwells his warbling Throat. 


7 


So when thy awful Brow, 
Frowns with Diſdain or Hate; 
I groan beneath thy Yoke, 
And curſe my ill-ſtar d Fate. 
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But when thy heav'nly Face 
With pleaſing Smiles looks gay, 
I bleſs m y Canqueror, 
And glory to obey, 
Then fince I'm doom'd thy Slave, 
Compaſſionate my Pains ; 
I beg not to be free, - 
[ But give me eaſy Chains; 


Then ſince I'm doom'd, r. 
| SONG. 
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3 N 8. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 


ICK of the Town at once I flew,. 
To Contemplation's rurat Seat; 
Adieu, ſays I, vain World, adieu, 
Fools only ſtudy to be great. 
Fools only ftudy, Cc. 


The Book, the Lamp, the Hermit's Cell, 
The Ruſſet Gown and moſſy Floor; 
All theſe I had, twas mighty well, 
But yet I wanted ſomething more. 
But yet I wanted, c. 


Back to the buſy World again, 
Ifjhurry'd ſoon in Hopes to find; 
Eas'd from imaginary Pain, | 
Quiet of Heart, and Peace of Mind, 
Quiet of Heart, &c. | 


Gay Scenes and Grandeur ev'ry Hour, 

My Eyes with Admiration fill; ; 

The World ſeem'd all within my Pow'r, - 

And yet I wanted ſomething ſtill. 
And yet I wanted, Oc. 


Cities and Groves at once were try d, - 


"Twas all ye Fair an idle Tale 
Celia at length became a Bride 
A Bride to Damon of the Vale. 

A Bride Mr 
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Earth ſmil'd at once, the Gloom was chear'd, 
Damon was kind, I can't tell how: 
In ev'ry Place new Joy appear d, 
And Celia wanted nothing now. 
And Celia wanted, Ce. 


S © N 6. 


aint Je arousy, Sung at Vauxhall, by 
Mzſs Norris 


OO D Damon if you will you may, 
Set Spies and Guards to watch my Way, 
Or mark iny Looks with jealous Eye, 
When any well-dreſs'd Swain is nigh, 
Yet Women's Wit a Way will "as. ( 
In Spite of Caution to be kind. 
For if myſelf I do not keep, 
Inſtead of Watching, you may ſleep. 


Tis ſaid of Old by Authors ſage, 
Reſtraint does more the Will enrage, - 


The Flame confin'd ſtill ftercer burns, 
And Paſſion check d to Madneſs turns; 
"Tis better then to ſet me free, 

Than ſhut me under Lock and Key, 


Fer if myſelf, &c. 


When Love does once the Breaſt inſplre, 
Like Moths that play about the Fire, 
Through careful 2 and watchful Spies, 
It ruſhes fearleſs to the Prize: 
Unleis the Will itſelf reſtrain, 
Vour Bars, — Walls, and Steel are vain. 
For if myſelf, &c. 
"EW Would 
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Would you ſecure the Fair at Home, 
Go bid her wander, bid her roam, 
Tir'd out with Fops and Fools all Day, 
No more ſhe'll! aſk abroad to ftray : 
"Tis freedom's ſelf muſt make her true, 
And fix her Choice on none but you, 
For if ourſelves, &c. 


N. 
The LAss of the MiLL. Sung by Mr. Lowe. 


HO has cer been at Balaoct muſt needs 
know the Mill, 
At the Sign of the Hor/e, at the Foot of the Hill; 
Where the Grave and the Gay, the Clown and the 
Beau, 
Without all Diitinftion promiſcuouſly go. 


This Man of the Mill has a Daughter ſo fair, 

With ſo pleaſing a Shape, and io winning an Air, 

That once on the Ever green Bank as the ſtood, 

I'd have ſwore the was Nun juit ſprung from the 
Flood. 


But looking again I perceiv'd, my Miſtake; 

For Venus the fair, has the Look of a Rake; 
While nothing but Virtue and Modeſty fill, 

The more beautiful Looks cf the Laſs of the Mill. 


Prometheus ſtole Fire, as the Poets all ſay, 

To enliven the Mats which he modell'd of Clay; 
Had Polly been with him the Beams of her Eyes, 
Had ſav'd him the Trouble of robbing the Skies. 


Si ce 
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Since firſt I beheld this dear Girl of the Mill, 
I can ne'er be at Quiet, but do what I will, 

All Day and all Night, I ſigh and think ſtill, 
I ſhall die if I have not the Laſs of the Mill. 


S O N 8. 


CHaLoe's noble Choice. 


HE Beau with his delicate Vomaniſh Face, 

7 Whoſe Merit all lays in a Feather and Lace; 

The Proud, the Immortal, the Coward, the Vain, 

May ſue for my {.ove, hut will meet my Diidain. 

The Dunce I deteit, and whoſe Wit in ſevere, 

I ficken whenever a Sycophant's near. 

The Brute that's ill- manner'd diſorders one much, 

And I'd die an old Maid e'er I'd couple with ſuch; 

But he in whom Senſe and Politeneſs are join'd, 

Whoſe Study has been to embelliſh his Mind ; 

Whoſe Pleaſures ne ſer injure his Health nor his 
Purſe, | 

Is fit to be taken for better for worſe. 

Whoie Wit has no Gall, and whoſe Tongue no Deceit, 

Whoſe Nature is noble, his Conduct diſcreet; 

Ne'er knew any Fear but to hurt or offend: 

It he queſtions my Heart, he will find it his Friend. 


L 2 SONG: 
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S. 0 N 8. 


The TzII-TALE: Or, the worſt Way to win 
Her. 


XS Jam of Jockey was tuning her Lay, 

Young Donald came by, and unto her did ſay, 
Come, come, my dear Girl, to the Woods lets away, 
And a winning young Lad is your Jockey. 


I faw him, quoth Donald, proftrate at her Feet, 

And many kind Words he to her did repeat; 

She liſt'ning, admir'd the Voice which io ſweet, 

Oft reminded, how ſhady and ſafe the Retreat. 
And a winning young Lad, &c. 


Then round her ſlim Waiſt he like Ivy did twine, 

And Vows did repeat, Hands in Wedlock to join; 

She believ'd all he ſaid, and to Love did incline; 

But I ſcarce could contain, as believing her mine. 
And a winning young Lad, &c. 


Says Jen to Donald, how this could you fee, 
And not ;:xe a Lover your Chlas let free ? 
Jt had nobler been in you, than coming to me, 
But of Jocley, I fancy, afi aid you muſt be. 

For a valiant young Lad is my Fockey. 


Ceaſe, ceaſe, my dear Jenny, thus me to upbraid, 
I ne'er of your Fockey, I vow, was afraid, 
Nor ever had reaſon; ſo all that I've ſaid, 
Was Art for to gain you, my dear pretty Maid, 
From the Arms of your ſo happy Jockey. 1 
wap 


— —— — — — 
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Away then, falſe Daz«/d, the Damſel reply d, 
Your Arts are too mean e'er to make me your Bride; 
It in Love you'd ſucceed by the Truth faſt abide, 


And cle and me, you may take for your Guide, 
For a conſtant young Lad i, my Jockey. 


8 0 NG. 


AxxiE, Sung by Mr. Lowe. 


H A T Numbers ſhall the Muſe repeat, 
What Verſe be found to praiſe my Annie; 
On her ten thouſand Graces wait, 
Each Swain admires and own's ſhe's bonny ; 
Since firſt ſhe trode the happy Plain, 
She ſet each youthful Heart on fire, 


Each Nymph does to her Swain complain, 


That Arne kindles new Deſire. 
Each Nymph, &c. | 


This lovely Darling, deareſt Care, 

This new Delight this charming Anne ; 
Like Summer's Dawn ſhe's frech aud fair, 
When Flora's fragrant Breezes fan ye: 
All Day the am'rous Youths convene, 
Joyous they ſport and play before her, 
All Night when ſhe no more is ſeen, 

In bliſstul Dreams they ſtill adore her. 


Among the Crowd Amyntor came, 

He look'd, he lov'd, he bow'd to Anme; 
His riſing Sighs expreſs'd his Flame, | 
His Words were few, his Wiſhes many; 
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With Smiles the lovely Maid 1 * 
Kind Shepherd, why ſhould I deceive you? 
Alas! your Love muſt be deny'd, 
This deſtin'd Breaſt can ne'er relieve you. 


Young Damon came with Capid's Art, 

His Wiles, his Smiles, his Charms beguiling ;. 
He ſtole away my Virgin Heart, 

Ceaſe, poor Amyntor, ceaſe bewailing ; 

Zome brighter Beauty you may find, 

On yonder Plain the Nymphs are many; 
Then chuſe ſome Heart that's unconfin d, 
And leave to Damon his own Annie. 


S 0 MM Os 


The COMPARISON. 


EE Myra, ſee the Lilly fair, | 
The bluſhing Roſe juſt newly blown; 
Then view thy lovef Face, and there 
You'll find thoſe — all your own. 


Zut ah! how ſoon their Colours fade, 
And all the r fragrant Sweets decay; 

So will your Charms, my beauteous Maid, 
For blooming Youth ſoon haſtes away. 


With Virtue then adorn thy Mind, 

That Beauty, Time can ne er deface; 

In that unfading Charms you'll find, 
When robb's of ev'ry other Grace. 


. s oN g. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


S O NG. 


The TurgsrY-LovzR. 


RINK to me only with thine Eyes, 
And I will pl with mine! 
Or leave a Kiſs bat in the Cup, 
And I'll not look for Wine. 


The Thirſt which in my Soul does riſe, 
Does aſk a Drink divine; 

But might I of Fove's Nectar ſip, 
I wou'd not change for thine. 


I ſent thee late a roſy Wreath, 
Not ſo much honouring thee ; 
And giving it a Hope, that there 

It cou'd not wither'd be. 


But thou thereon didſt only breathe, 

And ſent it back to me; 

Since when it looks and ſmells, I ſwear, 
Not of itſelf, but thee. | 


S O N G. 


Jenny of the Green, ſung by Mr. Lowe. 


HILE others ſtrip the new fall'n Snows, 
And tteal its Fragrance from the Roſe, 
| To dreſs their Fancy's Queen; 
Fain would 1 fing, but Words are faint, 
All Mufick's Pow'rs too weak to paint, 
My Jem of the Green, 


Beneath 
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Beneath this Elm, beſide this Stream, 

How oft I've tun d the Fav'rite Theme, 
And told my Tale unſeen; 

While faithful in the Lover's Cauſe, 

The Winds would murmur ſoft Applauſe, 
To Ferny of the Green. 


With Joy my Soul reviews the Day, 

When deck'd in all the Pride of May, 
She hail'd the Sylvan Scene; 

Then ev'ry Nymph that hop'd to pleaſe, 

Firſt ſtrove to catch the Grace and Eaie 
Ot Tenny of the Green. 


Then deaf to ev'ry Rival's Sigh, 
On me ſhe caſt her partial Eye, 
Nor ſcorn'd my humble Mien; 
The fragrant Myrtle Wreath I wear, 
That Day adorn'd the Lovely Hair 
Ot Jenny of the Green. 


Through all the Fairy Land of Love 
F'll ieek my pretty wand'ring Dove, 
The Pride of gay Fifteen; 
Though now ſhe treads ſome diſtant Plain, 
Though far apart, ['l] mect again 


My Jen of the Green. 


But thou, old Time, till that bleſs'd Night, 
That brings her back with ſpeedy Flight, 
Mel. down the Hours between ; 
| And when we meet the Loſs repay, 
| On loit ring Wing prolong my Stay 
| With Jenny of the Green. 


SONG: 
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TRyvRSIS and PHIiLOMEL. 


Tu. P Hihme!, thus nighety charming, 


Ev'ry ſacred Grove and Stream; 
And the feathery Tribe alarming, » 
Why is Abſence all thy Theme? 


Could I, to appeaſe my Anguiſh, 
Soaring on thy Pinions rove, 

I who here complain and languiſh, 
Soon would reach my diſtant Dove. 


Cupid, God of warm Defires 

Binds us both in am'rous Chains; 
How unequal yet our Fires. 

Thine are Pleaſures, mine are Pains. 


Thou fond Warbler, ever waking, 


To ſome Heart reviving Joy; 4 
I the bittereit Cup partaking, 5 
Dead Deſpair without Alloy. j 


Phil. Ceaſe thee, Thyrfis, from repining, i 
Happy Hours ſhall foon return; j 

Coi queſt thee, the God deſigning, | 
Daphne, fierce as thou, ſhall burn. 


The kind Deity relenting, 
Takes the faithful Lover's Part; 
To thy Rhet'rick the aſſenting, ; 
Yields a Paſſage to her Heart. | 


= — —= 
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HO can Dorinda's Beauty view, 
And not her Captive be ? 
Apollo, Daphne did purſue, 
Embrac'd the Maid, tho' then a Tree. 


If the Gods could love at ſuch a Rate, 
Poor Mortals muſt adore; 
Dorinda's Merits are as great, 
Tis juit to love her more. 


3. N38. 


The FaAIlTHLESS CONFIDANT., 


Rittle Subſtance, light as Air, 
Emblem of th' inconſtant Fair; 
Shou'd a Lover truſt you, ſay, 
Wou'd you kindly ne er betray ? 
Tell me, could you filent hear 
Whoſe enchanting Bonds I wear ? 
Yet I dare not own my Love, 
Leſt a Traytor you ſhou'd prove. 
Echo ne: one plaintive Sigh, 
While the tender Cælia's nigh ; 
Did I ſpeak her gentle Name? 
Yet I can't my Breath reclaim. 
Never more may Swain impart 
Thus the Secrets of his Heart; 
For whate'er our Thoughts convey, 
Glaſs will glory to betray. 


SONG. 
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OW ſweet are the Flowers, how lovely * 
Spring, 
How gaudy the Pride of the Grove; | 
How wanton the Air is, the Birds how they FER | 
And chirrup, and chirrup ſoft Meaſures of Love: | 
Yet not of themſelves the gay Beauties can pleaſe, . 
We only can taſte, when the Heart is at Eaſe. 


The Flowers wou'd wither,. the Spring have an End, 
The Pride of the Grove wou'd decay; 
The Air wou'd be noxious, the Birds it offend, 
It my Parent, my King were away. 
For not of themſelves the vain Pageants can pleaſe, 
We only can taſte, when the Heart is at Eaſe. 


SN. 


N vain, Pbilander, at my Feet, 

| You urge your guilty Flame; 

With well diſlembvled Tears intreat, 
New Oaths, and impious Vows repeat, 
And wrong Love's ſacred Name. 


Ah! ceaſe to call that Paſſion Love, 
Whole End 1s to betray; 
| Too ſoon ſhould i comply, you'd prove, 
What ſenſual Vows your Ardour move, 
And your Affection fway, 


And when, to all my Fondneſs blind, 
You'd chac2 me from your Breaſt; 
Deluded Wretch! when could I find, 


That calm Content, that Peace of Mind; 
Which I before poſſeſs d? 


SONG. 
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SILVIA, 8 SONG. 


H O' Fortune envy ev'ry Grace, 
In Sylvia b lovely Iran _ expreſt. 

Who lefs admires that A Face, 

The fav'rite Work Heav'n confeſt ? 


The Diamond ſ in her Eyes, 

Roſes her bl Cheeks adorn ; 
Rich in herſelf, a virtuous Prize, 

To ſhame the Pride of Fopp'ry born. 


Thus bleſt with ev'ry Charm divine, 

_ Frail Mortals vaialy fond adore, 

With Beauty gilt from vurtue's Mine, 
Then who can ſay, that His poor? 


8 S N 8. 
Sung by Miſs Falkner. 


And paint the fleecy Clouds with Gold; 
On tufted Green, O! let me play, 
And welcome up the — Day. 
Wak'd by the gentle Voice of Love; 
Ariſe my Fair, ariſe, and prove, 
The — Delights fond Lovers know ; 
The beſt of Bleflings here below, 
The beſt of Bleſſings, Cc. 


To ſome clear River's verdant Side, 
Do thou my happy Footſteps guide: 
In concert with the purlin ng Stream, 
We'll fing, and Love ſhall be the Theme, 


E'er 


HEN Morn her Sweets ſhall firſt unfold, 


— — — — 


— — —— 
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E'er Night aſſumes her gloomy Rei | 
; 4 : Plain: | 


When Shadows lengthen o'er the 
We'll to yon myrtle Grove repair, 
For Peace and Pleaſure waits us there. 


The laughing God there keeps his Court, 
And little Loves inceſſant Sport, 

Around the winning Graces wait, 

And calm Contentment guards the Seat : 
There loſt in Extaſies of Joy; 

While tendereſt Scences our Thoughts employ, 
We'll bleſs the Hour, our Loves 
The happy Moment made us one. 


SONG. 


Sung by Mr. Beard. 


Oung Hebina/ (the blitheſt Swain) 7 

Long time a Dupe to haughty Mull ; 
With oaten Reed and ruſtick Strain, 
Now pipes and ſings the Praiſe of Dolly; 

O my Daly, imiling Dolly, 
My ſweetly blooming, deareſt Doly, 
Ye Woods, ye Lawns, ye Flocks, ye Fawns, 
Aſſiſt me in the Praiſe of Dol/. 


The dimpl'd Cheek, the footy Eye, 
And ruby Lip belong to N 
But Virtue, and Simplicity, 
Alone bedeck my lovely Doliy. 
O my Dolly, &c. 


As late I rov'd (my Herds aſlray) 
I ſpy'd my Love moſt melancholy ; 
And over-heard the fair one ſay, 


Lo! there's the Man that's made for Deli 
O my Delly, &c, - 


ZS 6." Op 6 we * 


We quickly met and down we ſate, 
| Then told our Loves beneath yon Holly; 
| But ſhou!d I half our Joys relate, 8 
You'd ſurely envy me and Dolly. 

O my Dolly, &c. | 


8 
% 
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O Highland Lad or dear Pantin, 
(With pleaſing Strain and Verſe ſo witty) 
But of a lovely Maid | ſing, 
Whoſe Rivals own ſhe's pretty; 
O my delicate Iriſh Loffie, 
My amarcus Iriſh Laſſie, 
Ao Roſe in June, cer had ſuch Bloom, 
As my beautiful Iriſh Laſſie. 


She wears no favy'rite Patch or Paint, 
No flaunting Knot, or Hat fo flaſhy ; 

But Virtue which no Court can taint, 
Still ſhines in my /:4 Laſſie. 

| O my, &C. 

No Bclle I ſee, compar'd can be, 
To my beautiful % Laſſie. 


The Fields adormid with Vi'lets blue, 
The Gardens ſweet invite my Treaſure, 
To tread the filver ſpangled Dew, 
And give the World new Pleaſure, 
O my, &c. 
Each Nymph's alarm'd, each Swain is charm'd, 
With my beautiful 7% Laſſie. | 


Preſerve 
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Preſetve, ye Gods, this matchleſs Fair, | 
Who needs no Dow'r of Treaſure maſſe, | 
Since all the Graces Heav'n can ſhare, 
Unite in our 1 Laſſie. 
O my, &c. 
So great's my Store, I aſk no more, 
hut my beautiful 7-4 Laiſie. 


8 N. 
The Laſs with the Gelden Locks, 


O more of my Harriet, my Ply no more, | 
Nor all the bright Ecautics that charm'd me 
before 5 


Myſelf for a Slave to gay Venus I've ſold, | 
And barter'd my Freedom for Ringlets of Gold. h 
I throw down my Pipe, and neglect all my Flocks, 
And will ing of my Laſs with the Golden Locks: 
I throw down my Pipe, and negle& all my Flocks; 
And will ling cf my Laſs with the Golden Locks. 


Tho” o'er her white Forehead, the gilt Treſſes 
flow, 
Like the Rays of the Sun, on a Hillock of Snow; 
Such Painter of old, drew the Queen of the Fair, 
"Tis the 'l alte of the Ancient, tis claſſical Hair; 
And tho' Witlings may ſcoff, and Railery mocks, 
Yet ['ll fing to my Laſs with the Golden Locks; 
And though, Sc. 


Than the Swan in the Brook, ſhe's more dear to 
my Sight, 
Her Make is more ſtately, her Breaſt is more white; 
Her Lips are like Rubies, all Rubies above, 
Which are fit for the LN. or Language of _ ; 
2 | 


- 
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At the Park, in the Mall, at the Play in the Box, 


My Laſs bears the Bell with her Golden Locks; 
At the Park, Sec. 


Her beautiful Eyes, as they roll, or they flow, 
Shall be glad for my Joy, or ſhall weep for my Shew; 
She ſhall eaſe my fond Heart, and ſhall ſooth my ſoft 

Pain, 
While thouſands of Rivals are courting in Vain : 
Let them rail at the Fruit, they can't reach, like the 
Fox, 


While I have the Laſs with the Golden Locks ; 
Let them, &c. 


. 
Set by Mr. HowarD. 


HY heaves my fond Boſom; ab ! what can 

| it mean ? 

Why flutters my Heart, which was once ſo ſerene? 

Why this fighing and trembling, when Daphne is near; 

Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this Sorrow and Fear ? 
Or when, Oe. 


For ever, methinks, I with Wonder could trace, 
The thouſand ſoft Charms, that embelliſh thy Face; 
Fach Moment I view thee, new Beauties I find; 
With thy Face I am charm'd, but enflav'd by thy 

Mind. 
With thy, &c. 


Untainted with Folly, unſully d by Pride; 
There native good Humour, and Virtue reſide: 
Pray Heavens that Virtue thy Soul may ſupply, 
With Compaſſion for him, who without thee muſt die. 
With, &c. 
THE 


„ 
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JocuLAR COMPANION: 


0 


Merry STor1ts, JesTs, Puxs, Cox ux- 
DRUMS, c. 


6 N FONES, who had made a very handſome 
Fortune from a mean Beginning a Perſon with 
whom he had ſome Words, aſked him, How he 
could have the Impudence to give himſelf ſo many 
Airs to him, who knew him ſeven Years before, 
when he had /tarce a Rag to his 4———e. You lie, 
replied Jones, for {even Tears ago I had nothing but 
s t9 my A——e. 
he witty and extravagant Duke of Buckingham, 
in King Charles IId's Time, ng__—_y to Sir 
Fohn Cutler, a rich Miſer, of the Diſorder of his 
Affairs, aſked him what he thould do to prevent the 
Ruin of his Eſtate? Live as { do, my Lord, ſaid Sir 
Fobn. That 1 can do, anſwered the Duke, when J 
am ruin d 
Another Time, a Pcrſon who bad been a Depen- 
dant on his Grace, begged his Intereſt for him at 
Court; and to preſs the Thing more Home upon 
tos M 3 upon 
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upon the Duke, ſaid, He had ub Body to defend upon 
but God and his Grace. Then, ſaid the Duke, You are 
in a miſerable Way; for you could not have pitch'd upon 
any two who have leſs Intereſt at Cowt. 

A Lady b.ing aſked how the liked a Gentle- 
man's Singing, who had a very /tinking Breath? 
The Words are good, ſaid the, Cut the Air is intolerable; 

Sir Thomas More, the famous Chancellor, being 
preſſed by the Council of the Party, for a lnger Day 
to perform a Decree, ſaid, Take St. Barnaby's Day, 
the longeſt in the Tear; which happened to be the 
next Week. 

The ſame Gentleman, who preſerv'd his Humour 
and Wit to the laſt Moment, when he came to be 
executed on Tower-H:il/, the Headſman demanded 
his apf er Garment at his Fee. 4 Friend, ſaid he, 
taking off his Cap, that IL 1hirk is my upper Garment. 

The great Agerncon Sidney ſeem d to ſhew as little 
Concern at his Death; he had indeed got ſome 
Friends to intercede with the King for a Pardon; 
but when it was told him, that his Majeſty could 
not be prevailed upon to give him his Life; but, 
that in regard to his ancient and noble Family, he 
would remit Part of his Sentence, and only have 
his Head cut off; Nay, ſaid he, if his Majeſty is re- 
faived to have my Head, he may make a W hiſlle of my 
I he pleaſes. 

When Rabelais, the greateſt Droll in France, lay 
on his Death-bed, he could not help joking at the 
very laſt Moment; for having received the extreme 
Unction, a Friend coming to ſee him, ſaid, He 
hoped he was prefared for the next World. Yes, yes, 
replied Rabelais, I am ready for my Fourney now, they 
have juſt greaſed my Boots. 

When Sir Richard Steele was fitting up his great 
Room in York-Buildings, which he intended for 

ablick Orations, he happened to be pretty much 
debind-haud with his Workmen, and coming Mn 
A 
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Day among them, to ſee how they went forward, 
he ordered one of them to get into the Roſirum, and 
make a Speech, that he might obſerve how it would 
be heard; the Fellow mounting, and ſcratching his 
Pate, told him, he knew not what to ſay, for in 
Truth he was no Orator, No Matter, ſaid the 
Knight, ſpeak any Thing that comes uppermoſt. 
Why here, Sir Richard, ſays the Fellow, we have 
been working for you theſe fix Weeks, and cannot get one 
Penny of Money ; pray, Sir, when do you intend to pay 
zz? Very well, very well, ſaid Sir Richard, pray 
come down, I have heard enough; I cannot but own 
08 ſpeak very diſtinctly, tho' I don't admire your 
Subject. | 

A French Marquis being one Day at Dinner at 
the late Roger Williams's, the famous Puniter and 
Publican, was boaſting of the happy Genius of his 
Nation, in projecting all the Modes and fine Fa- 
ſhions, particularly the Rufe, which, he ſaid, was 
de fine Ornament to de Hand, and had been followed 
by all de other Nations. Roger allowed what he ſaid, 
but ;obſerved at the ſame Time, That the Engliſh, 
according to Cuſiom, had made a good Improvement upon 
their Invention, by adding a Shirt to it. 

In the Reign of Mics IT. a Jew having the 
Honour to travel towards Shrewſfury, in Company 
with Richard Peache, Arch-deacon of Ma, in 
Cheſhire, and a Reverend Deacon whoic Name was 
Deville; amongit cther Diſcourſe, which they con- 
deicended to entertain him with, the Arch-deacon 
told him, that his Jariſdiction was ſo large as to 
reach fiom a Place called ILL. STREET, all along 
till they came to MAaLPas, and took in a very wide 
Circumference of the Country. To which the Jew 
replied, Say you ſo, Sir? God grant me then a good 
Deliverance! For it ſeems I am riding in a Country, 
where Six is the Arch-deacon, and the Devil him- 
ſelf the Dean; where the Entrance into the Arch- 

; deaconry 
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deaconry is [LL-sTRFET, and the going forth from 
it Bab-sTEs, alluding to the French Word Pech. 
and Ma/pas. 

Michael Angels, in his Picture of the laſt judg- 
ment, in the Pope's Chapel, painted among the 
Figures in Hell, that of a certain Cardinal, who 
was his Enemy, ſo like, that eveiy Body knew it at 
firſt Sight. Whereupon the Cardinal complaining to 
the Pope of the Affront, and defiring it might be 
defaced: You krcw wery well, ſaid the Pope, I have 


Peaber to deliver a Soul cut of Pargatory, but not cut of 


Hell. 

Two Ox Scholars meeting on the Road with 
a Yorkſhire Holler, they fell to bantering him, and 
told the Fellow they would prove him to be a Hohe, 
or an Ai. Well, laid the Hoſtler, I can prove your 
Saddle to be a M.. A Mule, cried one of them, 
how can that be? Becauſe, ſaid the Hoſtler, zt 75 
ſomething between a Horſe and an Ai. 

A Lady's Age happening to be queſtioned, ſhe 
affirmed ſhe was but Forty: Couſin, ſaid ſhe, to a 
Gentleman in Company, dor.'t you believe I am 
in the Right? Madam, replied he, I ought n/ to 
diſbelieve it, for I have conttantly heard you i y fo 
for above ten Years. 

A young Fellow in the Country, having had an 
Affair with a Girl in the Neighbourhood, cried, 
What ſhall we do, Be,, it you ſhould prove with 
Child? OY! very «well ſaid the, VI am to be married 
To. morroao | | 

A Gentlewoman growing big with Child, wh 
had two G-llants, one of them wich a wooden Leg; 
the Queſtion was pur, which of the wo ſhould father 
the mild ? He who had the wocden Leg offered to 
decice it thus: J, faid he, +: Child come inte the 
Werld with a wooden Leg, 1 will fariber it, if not, 


you Gall. 
£ An 


' 
| 
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An Fit nan being at a Tavern where the Cook 
was dreſſing ſome Carp, he obſerved that ſome of 
the Fiſh after they were gutted, and put in che Pan, 
moved; at which being very much ſurprized, Arrab, 
by my Shaul, ſays Teague, of all the Chriſtian Creatures 
that ever 1 ſaw, this ſame Carp will hve the longeſt 
after he is dead. 

An Eng/ifman and a We/man diſputing in whoſe 
Country was the beſt Living; ſaid the Velſbman, 
there is ſuch noble Houle keeping in ales, that I 
have known above a Dozen Cooks employed in 
drefling one Wedding Dinner: Aye, anſwered the 
Englihman, that was becauſe every Man toaſted his oa 
Cheeſ-. | 

The famous Tom Thynne, who was remarkable for 
his good Houſe-keeping and Hoſpitality, ſtanding 
one Day at his Gate, a Beggar coming up to him, 
begged kis Worſhip would give him a Mug of Small 
Beer: Why, how now, Sirrah, ſaid he, fine Times in- 
deed, when Beggars muſt be Chuſer;! I ſay, Bring the 
Fellow a Mug of Strong Beer. 

Two very honeit Gentlemen, who dealt in Brooms, 
meeting one Day in the Street, one aſked the other, 
How the D—1 he could afford to underſell him 
every where as he did, when he ſtole the Stuff, and 
made the Brooms himſelf? Why, you filly Dog, an- 
ſwered the other, I ſteal them ready made. 

A Gentleman coming to an Ian in Smilficld, an 
ſeeing the Oltler expert and tractable about the 
Horſes, aſked him how long he had lived there, 
and what Country man he was? 7/ Yerkſhire, ſaid 
the Fellow, an ha lived Sixteen Years here. I wonder, 
replied the Gentleman, hat in /o long a Time, ſo clever 
a Fellow as you ſcem to be, have not come to be Maſter 
of the Inn goed Aye, anſwered the Oftler, but 
Maiſter's VLerkſhire 00. 


A 
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A Woman once proſecuted a Gentleman for a 
Rape. Upon the Trial the Juliice aſked her, if ſhe 
made any Reſiſtance. 7 cried cut, and flegſe you H 
Lord. Sg ye, ſaid one of the Witneſſes, but that mas 
nine Months after awards 

An arch Poy being at Table where there was a 
Piping hot Apple-pye, putting a Bit into his Mouth, 

urnt it ſo, that the Tears ran down his Checks. A 
Gentleman. that ſat by, aſkea him why he wep: f 
Only, ſays he, becauſe it juſt come into my Remem- 
brance, that my poor Grand- mother died this Day 
Twelvemonth. Phoo! ſaid the other, is that all? 
So whipping a large Piece into his Mouth, he quickly 
ſympathized with the Boy; who ſeeing his Eves 
brimful, with a malicious Sneer, aſked him, why he 
wept? A Pox on yor, ſaid he, becauſe you were not 
_— you young Dog, the ſame Day your Granamether 

as :- 


A Lady, who had married a Gentleman that was 
a tolerable Poet, one Day fitting alone with him, 
ſhe ſaid, Come, my Dear, you write upon other 
People, prithee write ſomething for me; let me ſee 
what Epitaph you will beſtow upon me when | die. 
O, my dear, replied he, that is a melancholy Sub- 
jet; prithee don't think of it. Nay, upon my Life 
you ſhall, adds ſhe, Come I'll begin 


woes TR _ N 


Here lies Bid; 
To which he anſwered, 


Ah! I wiſe fe aid. 


A Juſtice of Peace ſeeing a Parſon on a very ately 
Horſe, riding between London and Ham ſtead, ſaid to 
ſome Gentlemen that were with him, See what a 
beautiful Horſe that proud Parſon has got, I'II banter 
him a little. Doctor, ſaid he, you don't foliow the 
Example of your great Maſitr, who was humbiy content 
vo ride upon an Aſs, Why really, Sir, replied the age 

toe 
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the King has made jo many Aſſes of Fuſtices, that an 
haneftl Clergyman can hardly find one to ride on, if he had 
a Mind to it. 

A Country Laſs, with a Pail of Milk on Her 
Head, going to Market, was reckoning all the Way 
what ſhe ſhould make of it. This Milk, ſaid ſhe, 
will bring me ſo much Money, that Money will my 
ſo many Eggs, thoſe Eggs ſo many Chickens, and, 
with the Fox's Leave, thoſe Chickens will make me 
Miltreſs of a Pig, and that Pig may grow a fat Hog, 
and when I have fold that, I may buy a Cow and a 
Calf: And then comes a Sweet- heart, perhaps a Far- 
mer; him I marry, and my Neighbours will ſay, 
How ado you, Goody Such-a-one? And [I'll anſwer, 
Thank you Neighbzur. But may be my Sweetheart 
may be a Yeoman; and then it will be, How de you, 
Mrs. Such-a-one? I'll ſay, Than! you. O!] but tup- 
pole I ſhould marry a Gentleman, then they'll ſay, 
Your Servant, Madam; but then I'll toſs up my Head, 
and ſay nothing. Upon the ſudden Tranſport of 
this Thought, and with the Motion of her Head, 
down came the Milk, which put an End at once to 


her fine Scheme of Chickens, Pig, Hog, Cow, Calf, 
and Huſband. 


